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CHAPTER 1 
INTRODUCTION 
A. Background  
 History and literature have been intertwined since the very beginning. Real 
events were recounted as stories to teach the younger generation wisdom or 
lessons about their origins. In the other hand, literary tends to be contemporary to 
historical events or recollections of those events from someone who experienced 
them. These can be used as historical documents for their contexts and for 
studying how history inspires literature. Fischer said that many of our 
contemporaries are extraordinarily reluctant to acknowledge the reality of past 
time and period events, and stubbornly resistant to all arguments for the 
possibility or utility of historical knowledge (Fischer, 1970: 307).   
 The impact of history on literature can be seen in the prevalence of historic 
events especially in literary works such as novels, movies or short stories. Local 
movie, such as Penghianatan G.30SPKI or The Act of killing, rely on the 
historical events and atmosphere of the fall of Soekarno and the rise of Soeharto. 
The other movie such as The Act of Killing influencing wide range of people and 
gave useful particularly in educational sense. This educational aspect comes 
purely from the historical aspect of the literature, and as the event G.30SPKI has 
been highly significant in the past year, given the centenary. In the other hands, 
past is something that we share and the abundance of historical fiction and non-
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fiction being written and read today is perhaps a sign of a desire for what 
Doctorow once called reading as “an act of community” (Trenner, 1983: 59).  
 For wider over wide, modern writers such as American writers look back 
on historical events to bring the readers in the past years. They wrote, published 
and read about the war as it was going on and in the years that immediately 
followed. War literary culture include a wide variety of both popular and 
highbrow forms, from news of the frontlines to accounts of emancipation to 
patriotic songs and poems as well as countless work of fiction. This literature 
invested the violence and trauma of the war. W. Somerset Maugham's collection 
of short stories, Ashenden: Or the British Agent (1928) was based on the author's 
experience with British Intelligence during the war (Tate, 2009: 160). 
 In the holy Qur'an explained that we can learn from the stories of the past 
that can provide historical knowledge. In surah Yusuf: 111  
                           
                       
 
Translation:  
“Certainly in the stories of the bygone people there is a lesson for people of 
understanding. What is being narrated in the Qur'an is no fabrication; it is rather 
confirmation of the Books that preceded it, and a detailed exposition of 
everything, and a guidance and mercy for people of faith”. 
Historical event of literature is very important to reveal, in Linda 
Hutcheon’s Poetics of Postmodernism (1988) said that we can know all about the 
past that can teaches and enact the recognition of the fact of the social and 
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existential reality of the past becomes that which would openly acknowledge it is 
own discursive, contingent identity (1988: 23). 
Related to the explanation above, the researcher is really eager to analyze 
about stories that make historical events as a format of those stories because the 
researcher think that in literary work such as short stories have a presentation of 
literary works strategies, presentation of literary works strategies are content and 
format. As in food presentation, content is about the taste and format is about 
looks of the food. In this case, content in literary works is theory and format is 
history. There are two stories become the subject in this research. The researcher 
chooses Edward Everett Hales’ The Man without the Country and Tim O’Brien’s 
How to Tell a True War Story. 
In Edward Everett Hales’ The Man without the Country and Tim 
O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War Story, both of them tell about the events of war 
story. They have different ways to recall their story about their past. That is the 
way the researcher chooses the stories. 
Based on the statement above, the researcher is interested in conducting a 
research under the title; Memory of War in Edward Everett Hales’ the Man 
without the Country (1863) and Tim O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War Story 
(1990). 
1) Research Questions  
Based on background above, the researcher formulates research 
questions as follow: 
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1. How do the authors recall the event of War in these two Short 
Stories? 
2. What is the reason they recall the event of War in these two Short 
Stories? 
2) Research Objective 
 Based on the research questions above, objective of this research 
is: 
1. To find out the way the author of these two short stories recall the 
event of war. 
2. To find out the reason why they recall the event of war in these two 
short stories. 
3) Research Significance 
1. For the readers; this research may give information about the ways 
of the writers to recall their past and what the reason for writers in 
those two short stories have to recall their past through memory 
and history. 
2. For the other students; this research may give a reference to find 
out more information about literary theory, especially in 
postmodernism theory by Linda Hutcheon which talking about 
history and memory. 
3. For the researcher; this research will add more information that is 
useful and knowledge. 
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4) Research Scope 
 The scope of this research limited to analyze the way the authors 
recall and the reason why they recall the events of war based on their 
experiences in short story “The Man without the Country” by Edward 
Everett Hales and Tim O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War Story. 
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CHAPTER II 
Literature Review 
 
A. Previous Research Findings 
Patrick L. O‟Connell (1998) in his thesis “Individual and Collective 
Identity through Memory in Three Novels of Argentina‟s „El Proceso’”. Three 
Argentine Writers-Mempo Giardinelli, Tununa Mercado, and Ana Maria Shua-
have confronted the need to construct alternative histories. These writers place 
their narrative primarily within the context of “El Proceso” (The Process of 
National Reorganization 1976-83) by focusing on secondary, oftentimes fictional 
events and characters whose treatment of history is shaped by the subjectification 
of times and the inclusion of memory. Their novels show the twentieth-century 
transformation of memory as an intellectual shift from a purely individual 
psychology of remembering to a new exploration of issues such as identity, 
literary expression, the mechanisms of memory, and the relevance of the past.  
The similarity of the research above with this research is both use 
postmodernism theory by Linda Hutcheon (1988) and memory as focus of the 
research. Descriptive qualitative analysis applied in this research to find out the 
research question of the research. The differences among my research is Patrick L. 
O‟Connell only focused on the Individual and Collective Identity through 
Memory in the three Novels of Argentin, whereas my research focused on the 
reason of the authors in short stories recall the event of the past especially in the 
war. 
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Schlipphacke (2006) in his essay “Postmodernism and the Place of 
Nostalgia in Ingeborg Bachmann‟s Franza Fragment”. In this essay the author 
explore the concept of nostalgia as simultaneously affective, refractive, and ironic 
in Ingerborg Bachmann‟s Franza Fragment (1965-1966). The similarity of the 
research above with this research is both of the research used Linda Hutcheon 
Theory about Postmodernism especially about nostalgia as a focus of study. The 
differences between both of research is the object of the research, Schlipphacke 
use nostalgia to show twentieth-century reworking of a myth which made popular 
in the nineteenth century.  
B. Pertinent Idea 
1. Postmodernism 
Postmodernisme is a critic of literature that sometimes contrary with the 
contemporary. According to Hutcheon (1988: 3) postmodernism is a phenomenon 
that is contradictory, in this case it can be the different with contemporary that 
already exist in fields of architecture, literature, painting, sculpture, film, dance, 
TV, music, philosophy, aesthetic theory, psychoanalysis, linguistic, or 
historiography.  
Postmodernism can also means the end of a period of glory a period 
marked by a disaster or war, as Jameson (1991: 33) said that the last few years 
have been marked by an inverted millenarianism in which premonitions of the 
future, catastrophic or redemptive, have been replaced by senses of the end of this 
or that (the end of ideology, art, or social class; the “crisis” of Leninism, social 
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democracy, or the welfare state) taken together, all of these perhaps constitute 
what is increasingly called Postmodernism. 
In postmodernist contradiction, there is a Historiographic Metafiction 
which privileging the narrative genre and one form in particular especially in 
historical aspects. As Hutscheon (1988: 5) describe that Historiographic 
Metafiction divides in three domains: that is, theoretical self-awareness of history 
and fiction as human construct is made the grounds for it is rethinking and 
reworking of the forms and contents of the past. 
Historiographic Metafiction not only claims about the truth and the fact of 
event. Most writers suggest that to re-write and re-present the past in fiction and in 
history to open it up to the present. It means that the historian writers could speak 
only of what has happened, of the particulars of the past, they can also spoke of 
what could or might happen. 
Part of postmodernism is history. History in the sense of postmodernism is 
a history contrary to existing history, which may be another alternative or 
perspective different from the historical narrative in general. As Hutcheon 
describes that postmodernism may contain substance. In general, history in 
literary works of the past is described as nostalgia; nostalgia is a recall of past 
events in the form of sweet memories and unpleasant memories. But in 
postmodernism as described the hutcheonis revealing events in the past not 
described as nostalgic but 'return' (Hutcheon‟s, 1998: 4). 
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2. Nostalgia  
Nostalgia is a part of posmodernism, we can know all about the past events 
with something that make us recall the past for example like pictures, go to some 
places, and letter. According to David Lowenthal, while formerly confined in time 
and place, nostalgia is important thing that make us remember about the whole 
past. Perhaps nostalgia is given surplus meaning and value at certain moments or 
millennial moments, like our own. Nostalgia, the media tell us, has become an 
obsession of both mass culture and high art. And they may be right, though some 
people feel the obsession is really the media's obsession.  (Lowenthal, 1985: 6 in 
Hutcheon, 1988: 46). 
As early as 1798, Immanuel Kant had noted that people who did return 
home were usually disappointed because, in fact, they did not want to return to 
a place, but to a time of youth. Time, unlike space, cannot be returned to ever; 
time is irreversible and nostalgia becomes the reaction to that sad fact (Phillips, 
1985: 65). 
Hutcheon states that Nostalgia, in fact, may depend precisely on 
the irrecoverable nature of the past for its emotional impact and appeal. It is the 
very pastiness of the past, its inaccessibility, and those likely accounts for a large 
part of nostalgia's power for both conservatives and radicals alike. This is rarely 
the past as actually experienced, of course; it is the past as imagined, as idealized 
through memory and desire. In this sense, however, nostalgia is less about the past 
than about the present. It operates through what Mikhail Bakhtin called an 
"historical inversion": the ideal that is not being lived now is projected into the 
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past. It is "memorialized" as past, crystallized into precious moments selected by 
memory, but also by forgetting, and by desire's distortions and 
reorganizations. Simultaneously distancing and approximating, nostalgia exiles us 
from the present as it brings the imagined past near. The simple, pure, ordered, 
easy, beautiful, or harmonious past is constructed (and then experienced 
emotionally) in conjunction with the present--which, in turn, is constructed as 
complicated, contaminated, anarchic, difficult, ugly, and confrontational. 
Nostalgic distancing sanitizes as it selects, making the past feel complete, stable, 
coherent, safe from the unexpected and the untoward, from accident or betrayal in 
other words, making it so very unlike the present. The aesthetics of nostalgia 
might, therefore, be less a matter of simple memory than of complex projection; 
the invocation of a partial, idealized history merges with dissatisfaction with the 
present. And it can do so with great force. Think of how visceral, how physically 
"present" nostalgia's promptings are: it is not just Proust for who tastes, smells, 
sounds, and sights conjure up an idealized past. If you are not like me (that is, if 
you are capable of nostalgia), you can think of your own experience or, if need be, 
do as I have to do and think of the power of the taste of Proust's madeleine or the 
scent of violets in Tennyson's "A dream of fair women" or of a geranium leaf 
in David Copperfield (Lowenthal, 1977: 62). 
That original theory of nostalgia as a medical condition was developed in 
Europe "at the time of the rise of the great cities when greatly improved means of 
transportation made movements of the population much easier. The postmodern 
version of nostalgia may have been developed at the time when the rise of 
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information technology made us question not only what would count as 
knowledge, but what would count as "the past" in relation to the present. Andreas 
Huyssen has convincingly argued, the contrary is just as likely to be true. In his 
words: "The more memory we store on data banks, the more the past is sucked 
into the orbit of the present, ready to be called up on the screen," making the past 
simultaneous with the present in a new way (Stewart, 1984:23). 
3. Memory  
We can know all about the past with nostalgia through memory. Linda 
Hutcheon shows that in theory of postmodernism, the narration of the past in this 
context is not new but it has been given a new designation which is considered as 
made of totalizing representation. The function of this mode is to point the process 
by which the authors of history, fiction, or theory base their material coherent, 
continuous unified, yet with the eye control and master the material (Hutcheon, 
1988: 63). 
Memory is the faculty of the mind by which information is encoded, 
stored, and retrieved. Memory is a vital to experiences and related to limbic 
systems, it is the retention of information over time for the purpose of influencing 
future action. If we would not remember past events, we could learn or develop 
language, relationships, nor personal identity (Eysenck, 2012: 21). 
Memory is not a perfect processor, and is affected by many factors. The 
manner information is encoded, stored, and retrieved can all be corrupted. The 
amount of attention given new stimuli can diminish the amount of information 
that becomes encoded for storage (Eysenck, 2012: 21). Also, the storage process 
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can become corrupted by physical damage to areas of the brain that are associated 
with memory storage, such as the hippocampus (Sequire, 2009: 11). Finally, the 
retrieval of information from long-term memory can be disrupted because of 
decay within long-term memory (Eysenck, 2012: 23). Normal functioning, decay 
over time, and brain damage all affect the accuracy and capacity of memory. 
Often memory is understood as an informational processing system with 
explicit and implicit functioning that is made up of a sensory processor, short-
term (or working) memory, and long-term memory (Baddely, 2012: 9). The 
sensory processor allows information from the outside world to be sensed in the 
form of chemical and physical stimuli and attended to with various levels of focus 
and intent. Working memory serves as an encoding and retrieval processor. 
Information in the form of stimuli is encoded in accordance with explicit or 
implicit functions by the working memory processor. The working memory also 
retrieves information from previously stored material. Finally, the function of 
long-term memory is to store data through various categorical models or systems. 
Explicit and implicit functions of memory are also known as declarative 
and non-declarative systems. These systems involve the purposeful intention of 
memory retrieval and storage, or lack thereof. Declarative, or explicit, memory is 
the conscious storage and recollection of data (Graf & Schacter, 1985). Under 
declarative memory resides semantic and episodic memory. Semantic memory 
refers to memory that is encoded with specific meaning (Eysenck, 2012: 28), 
while episodic memory refers to information that is encoded along a spatial and 
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temporal plane. Declarative memory is usually the primary process thought of 
when referencing memory (Eysenck, 2012). 
4. Short Story 
Short story emerges as a more or less independent type of text at the end of 
the eighteen century, parallel to development of the novel. While the novel has 
always attracted the interest of literary theorists, the short story has never actually 
achieved the status held by length fiction. According to Klarer: 
“A crucial feature commonly identified with the short story is its 
impression of unity since it can be read-in contrast to the novel-in 
one sitting without interruption. Due to restriction of length, the plot 
of the short story has to be highly selective, entailing an 
idiosyncratic temporal dimension that usually focuses on one central 
moment of action.” (Klarer, 1998:14) 
 
As being above, short story is a part of literary genres, which is fiction. 
Short story can be categorized as a fiction since most of it relies on fantasy 
stories, such as fairy tale. It is further explained by Klarer (1998:13) the roots of 
short story lie on antiquity and the Middle Ages story, myth and fairy tale relate 
to the oldest types of textual manifestations, “texts” which were primarily orally 
transmitted. Short story as a part of literary works is interesting to be analyzed. 
Although it has a quite short plot, small number of characters and a few places 
and time as setting, the story can be fully developed. There are many short stories 
that have been analyzed. Typically, the analysis is related to intrinsic elements of 
the story.   
1. Intrinsic Elements of Short Story 
Intrinsic elements of short story are important part of a short story 
since these elements will bring the reader into the story. The commonly 
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known elements of short story are theme, plot, setting, character and 
characterization, style and point of view, according to Klarer (1998:15), 
the most important elements are plot (what happens?), character (who 
act?), narrative perspective (who sees what?), and setting (where and when 
do the events take place).  
1). Plot  
Klarer (1998:15) suggests that plot is the logical interaction of the 
various thematic elements of a text which leads to a change of the 
original situation as presented at the outset of the narrative. 
Meanwhile, plot is also defined struggle between two persons, the two 
groups of people, or two ideas in a person‟s mind (junaedi 2006:9).  
Plot is a sequence of occurrence has phases to convey the story and 
according to Klarer (1998:15), an ideal tradition plot line encompasses 
the following four sequential levels:  
  Exposition -  compilation - climax or turning point- resolution 
Further, as explained by Klarer (1998:15), the exposition or 
presentation of the initial situation is disturbed by a compilation or 
conflict which produces suspense and eventually leads to a climax, 
crisis, or turning point. The climax is followed by a resolution of a 
compilation. 
Thus, plot in a short story is indispensable since it will determine 
whetherthe story is interesting or not though it‟s sequential level, 
conflict, and narrative style. However, plot can be also confusing if the 
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sequential level is not clear whether the story is flash forward or 
flashback, has random ideas, or has too much vague flash back. 
2). Character 
Klarer (1998:17) defines that typed character in literature is 
dominated by one specific trait and is referred to as a flat character, and 
term round character usually denotes a persona with more complex and 
differentiated features. in short story, character that commonly 
emergences is flat character since short story only presents the critical 
time of the chief character.   
In novel or short story character is the number on its narration but 
the character is limited. Whereas, Nugiantoro (1995:165) states:” 
character is illustration of someone it appear on its narrations”.   
Character plays an important role in a short story, since short story 
has small number of characters; the chief character usually becomes the 
center of interest. These might be other characters in that short story; yet, 
the other characters are only functioned as a supporter of the chief‟s 
character characterization.  
On the other hand, Klarer (1998:17) defines that typed character in 
literature is dominated by one specific trait and is referred to as a flat 
character, and term round character usually denotes a person with more 
complex and differentiated features. in short story, character that 
commonly emergences is flat character since short story only presents the 
critical time of the chief character.   
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The distinction of character based on its role in developing of plot 
is divided into main character and supporting character (Nurgiyantoro, 
2002: 178). The character that has the significant role in the story is called 
as main character. The main character occupies most parts in plot or events 
that are occurred in the story.  While the character who does not have the 
significant role because its presence in the story is only to complete and 
support the main character is named supporting character. Author uses it to 
clarify characterization of main character by showing natures of the 
supporting character that contrast with the main character. 
The distinction of character based on the function of its role in the 
story can be categorized into the protagonist and the antagonist 
(Nurgiyantoro, 2002: 178). If the conflict exists between people, the 
protagonist may seem to be the good guy or the hero, the antagonist the 
bad guy or the villain. The protagonist defines himself by the interaction 
of what he is and what he does. Sometimes the protagonist will not 
respond correctly or admirably. Sometimes, in fact, he may not act at all. 
Even a lack of response, however, will define and further our 
understanding of the protagonist‟s nature. Whoever or whatever is on the 
other side of the conflict from the protagonist is called antagonist, usually 
taking the form of another character. In some cases the antagonist may be 
an aspect of society or the environment or even some facet of the 
protagonist himself. Sometimes it may be a complex of many forces that 
work against the protagonist from outside and inside himself.     
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4). Point of View 
Klarer (1998: 55) states, that “narrative perspective or point of 
view characterizes the ways in which a text presents persons, events, and 
settings. The subtleties of narrative perspective developed parallel to the 
emergence of the novel and can be reduced to three basic positions: The 
action of a text is either mediated through an exterior unspecified narrator 
(omniscient point of view) though a person involved in the action (first 
person narration), or presented without additional commentary (figural 
narrative situation)”. 
5). Setting 
This section will explain the definition of setting according to some 
experts and the important of setting in the short story. In short story, 
setting always appears as place, time, and circumstance that will be the 
scene where the story takes place. Setting becomes one of the important 
elements of short story since it can create the atmosphere of the story and 
bring readers to the situation that the authors want to create. Setting plays 
a big role to this paper since this paper analyzes the contribution of setting 
in the short story especially the setting is related with gothic. 
In action of interpretation, setting can be distinguished into setting 
of place, time and culture (Nurgiyantoro, 2000: 102). The setting of place 
physically is a place where events in a story occurred. Presentation of this 
setting of place supported also by describing of things located in narration 
because it is a unity of the narration of place. The setting of time describes 
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about time of every event that occurred in the story including present, past 
or even uncertain times. Whereas the setting of culture describes of society 
conditions, social group and their attitude, custom, life style and language 
used in events of the story. 
Moreover, it is defined that setting denotes the location, historical 
period, and social surrounding in which the action of a text develops 
(Klarer, 1999:25).  
The location or place refers to the where the story takes places; 
time or period refers to the time when the story takes places; another part 
of element is atmosphere that refers to mood or feeling that is created in 
the story, it can be cheerful, dark or frightening. In gothic genre, 
atmosphere is one of the elements that construct the gothic mood including 
the condition, and situation.                                                  
The mood or ideas of the story can be added by writing the specific 
setting of where and which the story happened. One thing that must be 
remembered does that time and place exist in the setting have a strong 
relationships with the character. The definitions above explain that setting 
creates circumstances of time and place, and it also can influence the 
reader‟s mind in creating the sense in reading the short story. In addition, 
setting has several purposes that preparing the world of where the 
character plays the role and gives some signs for the readers to understand 
why the character plays such action. 
5. Edward Everett Hales’ The Man without the Country 
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The name of Edward Everett Hale suggests his distinguished 
ancestry. The son of Nathan Hale, proprietor and editor of the Boston 
“Daily Advertiser,” he was a nephew of Edward Everett, orator, statesman, 
and diplomat, and a grandnephew of the Revolutionary hero, Nathan Hale. 
He was born in Boston on April 3, 1822, and after graduating from 
Harvard in 1839 became pastor of the Church of the Unity, Worcester, 
Massachusetts. From 1856 till 1899 he ministered to the South 
Congregational (Unitarian) Church in Boston; and in 1903 became 
chaplain of the United States Senate. He died at Roxbury, Massachusetts, 
June 10, 1909, after a career of extraordinary activity and immense 
influence.  
Hale was a power in many fields besides literature—in religion, 
politics, and in social betterment. He was one of the most prominent 
exponents of the liberal theology that was represented by New England 
Unitarianism. He took an active part in the anti-slavery movement. A great 
variety of good causes enlisted his sympathy, and he did substantial 
service in the cause of popular education. 
In spite of the interest and extent of his other writings, it is more 
than possible that Hale may be known to posterity as a man of one story, 
and that story “The Man without a Country.” This powerful and pathetic 
narrative was produced while the country was in the throes of the Civil 
War, and it embodied as no other literary production did the sentiment of 
loyalty to the Union. It was a stroke of genius to attempt this, not by the 
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picture of heroic achievement in the battle field, but by the long-drawn-out 
chronicle of the life of a man to whom existence is an aching void because 
of the absolute severance of all national ties. The effect is intensified by 
the matter-of-fact tone of the narrative. So successful is the realistic 
method that it is difficult to believe it is not a historical incident that is 
described; and the restraint with which the slow agony of Nolan is pictured 
increases the power with which the lesson of patriotism is brought home. 
Nor is it merely American patriotism that is inculcated; for the impression 
of truth to human nature that is conveyed is such that it bears its message 
to the men of all nations. 
6. Tim O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War Story 
How to Tell a True War Story by Tim O'Brien Originally 
published in 1987 in Esquire, this haunting yet beautiful story was written 
by one of critics' highest acclaimed Vietnam War authors Summary this 
short story is about two young men who were friends of the narrator while 
they were all in the army, fighting in Vietnam. It is presented in a choppy 
manors, bouncing between stories and O'Brien's reflections The narrator 
uses these characters and their stories as a basis to illustrate the atrocities 
of war and to challenge the definition of truth Introduction of Bob Kiley, 
or "Rat", and his letter to the sister of his dead best friend. Mitchell 
Saunders tells story of 6-man patrol and the mountains Characters 
Narrator, a soldier in Vietnam who recounts the war stories of his 
companions and provides insight on the struggles of war and expressing 
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the truths of war Bob Kiley, nicknamed Rat, he was the immature friend of 
the narrator and of Lemon. When Lemon died, Rat was the most deeply 
affected, taking his emotions out on others Rat and his friend, Lemon, 
were playing around before Lemon stepped on a trap and was killed What 
makes a true war story is the questions one asks afterward, not whether or 
not it happened Rat, haunted by the death of his friend, abuses and kills a 
baby buffalo War is death, but it is also pure and spiritual; it makes you 
appreciate life more 20 years later, the narrator's war stories are still with 
him, and though people don't understand why, he has to keep telling it 
Mitchell Saunders-a fellow soldier in the war who tells many stories. Tells 
O'Brien about the 6-man patrol and the fats colonel who couldn't hear Curt 
Lemon-a playful and immature soldier who was Rat's best friend before he 
stepped on a booby trap and had to be scraped off a tree themes and ideas 
a war story is difficult to separate what really happened form what seemed 
to happen A true was story never seems to end. 
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CHAPTER III 
RESEARCH METHODOLOGY 
A. Research Design 
In this research, the researcher used descriptive qualitative method 
research. Descriptive qualitative is actually a combination of description of 
descriptive and qualitative research. It is conducted by describing fact and then 
analyzing them (Endraswara, 2011: 31), that is the reason the researcher choose 
this method because the researcher only focus on analyzing the fact in literary 
work with etymologically and description. 
According to Endraswara (2011: 16), the qualitative descriptive method is 
used to analyzed the form of descriptive, not a number or confine of relationship 
between variables. 
B. Subject of the Research 
The resource of data in this research is the text of the short stories Edward 
Everett Hales’ The Man without the Country (17 pages) and Tim O’Brien’s How 
to Tell a True War Story (10 pages). 
C. Procedures of Collecting Data 
In collecting the data the researcher does some following steps:  
a. Reading and analyzing Edward Everett Hales’ The Man without the 
Country (17 pages) and Tim O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War Story 
(10 pages), and the other books which have related in those stories.  
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b. Identify the story of the past (history) in Edward Everett Hales’ The 
Man without the Country and Tim O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War 
Story 
c. Identify the ways of Edward Everett Hales’ The Man without the 
Country and Tim O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War Story recall the 
past.  
d. Identify the reason why Edward Everett Hales’ The Man without the 
Country and Tim O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War Story recall the 
past. 
D. Technique of Data Analysis 
In analyzing data the researcher used Hutcheon’s theory in her book The 
Poetics of Postmodernism (1988). She sets the stage for those studies which 
incorporate history, fiction, and memory to into contemporary contexts.  
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CHAPTER IV 
FINDINGS AND DISCUSSION 
This part contains findings and discussion of the research. This findings 
and discussion are based on the presented problem statement. Therefore, the first 
part of this research has provided a rigorous answer for the first question namely 
how the authors recall the event of war story in the stories. The second part of the 
research will answer the next question that is the reason why the authors recall the 
event of the stories. All this answer will be discussed in the second part of this 
chapter. 
A. Findings  
In this part, the researcher collected the data which was taken from the text 
of Edward Everett Hales‟ The Man without the Country (17 pages) and Tim 
O‟Brien‟s How to Tell a True War Story (10 pages) by devided in two section, 
how the autror recall the event of war and the reason and why they recall the event 
of war. 
a. The way authors recall events of war story in those two short stories  
There are some media that can make the people recall the events of the 
past. In postmodernism theory by Linda Hutcheon, recall the event of the past is 
described as nostalgia. In Edward Everett Hales‟ The Man without the Country, 
the author tried to tell the reader of his story about what happened in the past and 
he became obsession on his moment when he was in army during the war. 
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1. Edward Everett Hales‟ The Man without the Country 
a. The Announcement 
 In the beginning of the story, Hale as a narrative of this story, mention 
when he stranded at the old Mission House in Mackinaw, he saw the 
announcement from New York Herald of August 13, 1863, about the “Deaths”: 
...in an obscure corner, among the “Deaths,” the announcement,— 
“NOLAN. Died, on board U. S. Corvette „Levant,‟ Lat. 2° 11' S., 
Long.131° W., on the 11th of May, PHILIP NOLAN.” I happened to 
observe it, because I was stranded at the old Mission House in Mackinaw, 
waiting for a Lake Superior steamer which did not choose to come, and I 
was devouring to the very stubble all the current literature I could get hold 
of, even down to the deaths and marriages in the “Herald.” (Hale, Page 1) 
 
 The announcement was made Hale remember about Philip Nolan, the man 
from his past. The announcement also made him realize that the poor Philip Nolan 
was died, the man what he called the good man and really patriotic man, died as 
the man without the country. Now, he remembers the history about poor man and 
the reason why the people only know him as “the man without the country”. It is 
not because poor Nolan really life without the country, but is like “traitor” of his 
country. Hale became remember all the things about Philip Nolan and he wants to 
tell the reader about the truth of what people called the man without the country 
especially for the reader of the announcement in New York Herald. 
b. The Letter 
 The second thing that make Hale remember his moment of the past is the 
letter. Hale in that story actually also an army, in second officer of the “Intrepid”, 
one of secretary of the “Navy” army. 
some thirty years after, I saw the original paper of instructions. I have 
been sorry ever since that I did not copy the whole of it. It ran, however, 
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much in this way: “WASHINGTON (with a date which must have been late 
in 1807“SIR—You will receive from Lieutenant Neale the person of Philip 
Nolan, late a lieutenant in the United States Army. “This person on his 
trial by court-martial expressed, with an oath, the wish that he might 
„never hear of the United States again.‟ “The Court sentenced him to have 
his wish fulfilled. “For the present, the execution of the order is intrusted 
by the President to this Department. “You will take the prisoner on board 
your ship, and keep him there with such precautions as shall prevent his 
escape. “You will provide him with such quarters, rations, and clothing as 
would be proper for an officer of his late rank, if he were a passenger on 
your vessel on the business of his Government. “The gentlemen on board 
will make any arrangements agreeable to themselves regarding his 
society. He is to be exposed to no indignity of any kind, nor is he ever 
unnecessarily to be reminded that he is a prisoner. “But under no 
circumstances is he ever to hear of his country or to see any information 
regarding it; and you will especially caution all the officers under your 
command to take care, that, in the various indulgences which may be 
granted, this rule, in which his punishment is involved, shall not be broken. 
“It is the intention of the Government that he shall never again see the 
country which he has disowned. Before the end of your cruise you will 
receive orders which will give effect to this intention.  
           “Respectfully yours, “W. SOUTHARD,  
for the “Secretary of the Navy.”  (Hale, Page 4) 
 
The contents of the letter from United State Government W. Southard are 
the massage from lieutenant in the United States army about received the man 
without the country and also instruction from president of Department to take 
Nolan to the prisoner on board of Navy ship during the mission of war, and also 
the role of his punishment from the government that he shall never again see the 
country which he has disowned.  
That letter made Hale remembers about how he meets for the first time 
with the men without the country, when lieutenant of United States Army sends 
Philip Nolan „the men without the country‟ to his ship. At the time, Hale became 
wonder why that young man get the punishment, what is the sin of that man, and 
why the government was not allowed to tell him all about his county.  
27 
 
2. Tim O‟Brien‟s How to Tell a True War Story 
a. The Song 
In the other story Tim O‟Brien‟s How to Tell a True War Story, have a 
different ways to recall the event of war. In this story, O‟Brien as a narrator who 
has told about two young army Bob Kiley or Rat and Curt Lemon as a central 
character and their mission to fight in Vietnam War. It is presented in a choppy 
manor; bouncing between stories and O'Brien's reflections the narrator uses these 
characters and their stories as a basis to illustrate the atrocities of war and to 
challenge the definition of truth. This is about Bob Kiley and his letter to sister of 
his dead friend Curt Lemon. 
but what wakes me up twenty years later is Norman Bowker singing 
“Lemon Tree” as we threw down the parts. (O‟Brien, Page 8) 
 
 O‟Brien tried to remember again about the moment when they are crossed 
s Muddy River and marched west into the mountains, and on the third day they 
took a break along the trail junction in a deep jungle. Right away, Lemon and Rat 
started to goof off. They were kids, they went off into shade of some giant trees 
and they were singling and calling each other and playing a silly game. And what 
they did was pull out the pin and stand a few feet apart and play catch under the 
shade of those huge trees and they laugh, dance, and singing as a children do.  
 O‟Brien remembered the situation of the moment in the jungle when they 
took a break, he remembered that trail junction and the giant trees and a soft 
dripping sound somewhere beyond the trees. He remembered the shadows 
spreading out under the trees where Lemon and Rat were playing catch with 
smoke granades. Finally, he remembered that there was a noise of the detonator, 
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and he saw a handsome kid, Curt Lemon was died. At the time, he remembered 
that he tried to watched Lemon step from the shade into bright sunlight and he 
was saw Lemon‟s face was suddenly brown and shining, and he saw a best friend 
of Lemon, Rat, so sad. He realized that they are best soul mates during their 
mission to fight in Vietnam, but it was still a sadness memory from war. 
2. The reasons why the authors recall the event of war 
 In those two short stories have a different reason to look back on history or 
recall the history especially in their experiences from war stories. One of the big 
reason they recall the event of history is tell the reader about the truth of history. 
In the other hands, the author tried to reconstructed perceptions of the reader 
about what they know about what people know as “traitor” and war itself.  
1. Edward Everett Hales‟ The Man without the Country 
My memory for names and people is good, and the reader will see, as 
he goes on, that I had reason enough to remember Philip Nolan. 
...it seems to me worthwhile to tell a little of his story, by way of 
showing young Americans of to-day what it is to be A MAN WITHOUT A 
COUNTRY. (Hale, Page 1) 
 
 In that part of Hale‟s story, he tried to describe the reader what is the truth 
of the man without the country through his memory, about the real reason the 
government give punishment to him. What people know about history of man 
who has made a statement “Damn the United States! I wish I may never hear of 
the United States again!” in front of Colonel Morgan who has holding the court 
when poor Nolan get accusation to turn traitor with his own country. It is because 
he felt disappointed, he loves his country, he fight for his country, he want to be 
an army because he wants to protect his country, but he got punishment. Hale 
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tried to tell the reader that Nolan actually not a traitor, it is because he has been 
with Nolan in long time. Nolan got the punishment from the accusation that he 
never do. The real truth about Nolan not a traitor but he got a deceit. The other 
character of this story named Burr who has thrown poor Nolan into punishment as 
a traitor. A real traitor is Burr, not poor Nolan; he tried to get a profit from many 
district-attorneys. Since that day, Philip Nolan never hear about his country, 
sometimes he felt miss his own country, sometimes he want to go home, but there 
is no people can take him to go home, neither Hale. 
 Hale describe in the other part of his story that he has received a letter 
from a man who keep Poor Nolan before he died. In the letter, he said that before 
poor Nolan was pain, and the doctor has been watching him carefully and told to 
the man that old Nolan was not so well, and he said that old Nolan should like to 
see me. When the man come and meet old Nolan with a sad smile and said “here, 
you see, I have a country!” and then he pointed to the foot of his bed, where the 
man has not seen before a great map of the United States, as he had drawn it from 
memory, and which he had there to look upon as he lay. It makes Hale felt sad; he 
was realized that poor Nolan is the real patriotic, like nobody can do it. 
...when the president of the court asked him at the close whether he 
wished to say anything to show that he had always been faithful to the 
United States, he cried out, in a fit of frenzy.(Page 3) 
 
“We looked in his Bible, and there was a slip of paper at the place 
where he had marked the text:—„They desire a country, even a 
heavenly: wherefore God is not ashamed to be called their God: for He 
hath prepared for the macity.‟“On this slip of paper he had 
written:„Bury me in the sea; it has been my home, and I love it. But will 
not someone set up a stone for my memory at Fort Adams or at 
Orleans, that my disgrace may not be more than I ought to bear? Say 
on it. (Page 17) 
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 In this part of the story, Hale described about what he means the real 
patriotic. The real patriotic are love their country so much, while in this poor 
Nolan case is so deeply patriotism because he loves his country so much, even 
though the people from the country makes him became a traitor, even though he 
disappointed with his country, he still love his country. He wants to be passing 
away in his own country.  
  Hale also describes when they were in the Navy ship, when the enemy was 
attacked their defense, Nolan was gave a big support for Navy army. He gave a 
spirit and same motivations that they have to be brave for their country; they have 
to fight for their country. When the enemy was zapped, poor Nolan was stranded 
in foremost line and gave a support with piercing voice.  
As we lay back in the stern-sheets and the men gave way, he said to me: 
“Youngster, let that show you what it is to be without a family, without 
a home, and without a country. And if you are ever tempted to say a 
word or to do a thing that shall put a bar between you and your family, 
your home, and your country, pray God in his mercy to take you that 
instant home to his own heaven. Stick by your family, boy; forget you 
have a self, while you do everything for them. Think of your home, boy; 
write and send, and talk about it. Let it be nearer and nearer to your 
thought, the farther you have to travel from. (Page 11) 
 In the other page of Hale‟s story, he tried to give some messages for the 
younger that the most import things in the world are our own village, our own 
country and our family. We as a younger have to do everything for our family, no 
matter that can make us pain, disappointed, and get a trouble.  
2. Tim O‟Brien‟s How to Tell a True War Story 
 In Tim O‟Brien‟s How to Tell a True War Story, the author tried to give 
expression about the other sides of the war. He tried to describe what an army felt 
31 
 
about war, which war it not just a murdered, it not just about winner and loser, 
and it not just a detonator, bomb, rigged, or granat.  
The truths are contradictory. It can be argued, for instance, that war 
is grotesque. But in truth war is also beauty. (O‟Brien, Page 7) 
Mitchell Sanders was right. For the common soldier, at least, war has 
the feel—the spiritual texture—of a great ghostly fog, thick and permanent. 
There is no clarity. Everything swirls. The old rules are no longer binding, 
the old truths no longer true. Right spills over intowrong. Order blends 
into chaos, love into hate, ugliness into beauty, law into anarchy, civility 
into savagery. The vapors suck you in. You can‟t tell where you are, or 
why you‟re there, and theonly certainty is absolute ambiguity. (O‟Brien, 
Page 8) 
a true war story is never about war. It‟s about the special way that 
dawn spreads out on a river when you know you must cross the river and 
march into the mountains and do things you are afraid to do. It‟s about 
love and memory.(O‟Brien, Page 10) 
 
 The author tried to tell the other sides of war, he describes war as army. 
The truth of war is contradictory with what people know until now. An army 
thinks that war is a beautiful story, is about mettle, and is about teamwork and 
keeps each other.  
 Some people feel happy when the war is end, but an army felt like there is 
something missed, when the soldier go home they felt like reborn in the other 
place and in the other situation, they would felt like foreign like that place is not 
their own.  
 A true war story is the questions one asks afterward, not whether or not it 
happened Rat, haunted by the death of his friend, abuses and kills a baby buffalo. 
War is death, but it is also pure and spiritual; it makes you appreciate life more 20 
years later, O‟Brien describes in his story that you are never more alive than when 
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you are almost dead, it makes you love what is the best in yourself and in the 
world all that might be lost. 
In this story, O‟Brien also told that war is bravery. The army must cross 
the river and go into the mountains and do terrible things and maybe die, but they 
can found their self-studying the true colors on the river. They would feel 
conscious with the harmonies of sound and shape and proportion, the white 
phosphorous, the purely black glow napalm, the rocket‟s red glare, the great 
sheets of metal-fire streaming down from gunship, and the illumination rounds. 
Then, when they are go home in calm and quiet, they would lose anything about 
that, the great adventure that always is their own life. 
Short story 
The way authors recall 
events of war story 
The reasons why the 
authors recall the 
event of war 
 
1. Edward Everett 
Hales‟ The Man 
without the 
Country 
2. Tim O‟Brien‟s 
How to Tell a 
True War Story 
 
 Seeing the 
announcement  
 Seeing the letter 
 
 Listening the song 
from the past 
 To reconstruct the 
reader‟s opinion 
 
 
 To tell about the real 
truth  
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B. Discussion  
In this research, the researcher tried to analyze the story both of the writers 
Edward Everett Hales‟ The Man without the Country and Tim O‟Brien‟s How to 
Tell a True War Story including their experiences of their past trough their 
memory. Generally, memory is a viewed as a particular content of the mind. 
However, if we look deeply and critically, memory is not merely contain of the 
mind, yet it consists of stories and narratives that writers tell about the past which 
contributes to the current sense of the self. These significant happenings which 
used to convey the meanings of our past experience are produced much in the 
same ways as narrative, thus, identity and narration are most certainly activated by 
memory and retrieved by remembrance (O‟Connel, 1998: 32). The researcher 
found that both of the writers tried to recall their events of the past trough their 
memory and convey their memories into short stories.  
The researcher found that the authors tried to tell the readers about what 
happened in the past, and what is the truth of the past. In their stories began in 
present, and then, there are some media that made them remember their past. In 
Edward Everett Hales‟ The Man without the Country, the researcher had found the 
way that the author recalls the event of past around the war, the author in this 
story was observed the announcement including history or past events, the 
announcement about the people that he knows or the people from his past. In the 
other part of the story, the author made sure that he wants to recall his past, the 
author tried to show the letter from the past that had been kept by the author. The 
author also try to reconstruct the opinion of the readers, they only know that the 
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man without the country is a traitor. It is certainly a negative perception from the 
reader, which is why Hale tried to convince the readers about the other side of the 
man without the country. In Tim O‟Brien‟s How to Tell a True War Story, the 
author tried to represent the truth by his memories when he was an army. All of 
the events from the past were begun from memory, and all of memory about the 
past is history. 
In Patrick L. O‟Connell (1998) with his thesis “Individual and Collective 
Identity through Memory in Three Novels of Argentina‟s „El Proceso‟”. He was 
talked about how the three Argentine writers, Mempo Giardinelli, Tununa 
Mercado, and Ana Maria Shua that they back to their past to found their personal 
identity by used their memory; they also talk about the process of national 
reorganization of Argentina in 1976. While, Radka (2011) in his thesis “aspects of 
postmodernism Anthony Burgess Novels”, he only focus on describe the 
unpleasant truth about the condition of contemporary society from the past. 
Historical aspect in literary works of the past is described as nostalgia. 
Hutcheon in her theory of postmodernism described that nostalgia is a recall of 
past events in the form of sweet memories and unpleasant memories, that given 
surplus meaning and value at certain moments or millennial moments, like our 
own. Nostalgia also may give the relationship between past and present. 
History is the study of human past as it is described in the written 
documents left by human beings. The past, with all the decisions completed. 
According to Anderson (1876: 21) history is a narration of the events which have 
happened among mankind, including an account of the rise and fall of nations, as 
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well as of other great changes which have affected the political and social 
condition of the human race. In these two short stories, the authors wrote their 
past about political and social condition during the war, they clearly describe the 
effects of social condition after the war end, especially the government and the 
army 
In Edward Everett Hales‟ The Man without the Country, the author tried to 
change the reader‟s perceptions that Philip Nolan who got a deceit as a traitor is 
not actually “a traitor”. While, in Tim O‟Brien‟s How to Tell a True War Story, 
the author tried to changed readers perceptions about the truth or the real of war 
itself. In this case, the researcher found the fact that memory as recollection of the 
past. Historical aspect of  literary work also can give explanations about past 
event that can be reconstructed the readers perception, Gazalba (1966: 17) said 
that past history as a man and around him are arranged scientifically and 
completely covers the sequence of past fact with interpretation and explanation 
that gives understanding and perceptions about what happened in the past. In 
those two short stories, the authors tried to remember their past and written it in 
their short stories to give some explanations about the truth of history, the author 
tried to make the readers sure that sometimes the history and the present are 
contradictory.  
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CHAPTER V 
CONCLUSIONS AND SUGGESTIONS 
A. Conclusions  
Memory is important thing that can make someone especially the author 
themselves remember again about their experiences of the events during the war 
and write that as historical literary work, as Linda Hutcheon said that we can learn 
about the past through memory that we have.   
In Edward Everett Hales’ The Man without the Country and Tim 
O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War Story, the researcher found that there are some 
media to make they recall the event of war based on their experiences, such us, 
see the announcement and the letters, listening the song from the past, and see the 
things from the past.  
The authors in those two short stories also have a powerful reason why 
they recall the events of war story based on their experience. The big reason they 
do recall the event of war is to reconstruct the reader’s opinion about the past, 
they tried to tell the readers about the real truth, so the reader can take a sense of 
the truth in both of two short stories. 
B. Suggestions 
This research conducted to find the reason why the authors recall their 
experience about events of the war and how the way they recall the events of the 
war in two short stories Edward Everett Hales’ The Man without the Country and 
Tim O’Brien’s How to Tell a True War Story. Based on the research that has been 
done by researcher, she suggest to: 
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For the reader, they can learn about the function of memory and the media 
that can make the author remember again about their past and what is the reason 
that makes the author remember again or recall about their past. So, they can 
apply it when they want to try to make some literary theory such as movie, poems, 
dramas, novels, or short story about the past experiences.  
For the next researcher who wants to make a research about 
postmodernism theory, and the want to make analysis about history, perhaps they 
can apply Linda Hutcheon theory in her book Poetic and Postmodernism (1988). 
This theory is so clear told about how to analyze historical aspect of literary work. 
The researcher also suggest to the next researcher who want to make a research 
about how the author recall the past that there are some media that the researcher 
found in this research, but they can improve that and find the other media from the 
book or any resources.  
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The Man without a Country (1963) 
By: Edward Everett Hales 
 
 I SUPPOSE that very few casual readers of the “New York Herald” of August 
13, 1863, observed, in an obscure corner, among the “Deaths,” the announcement,— 
  
“NOLAN. Died, on board U. S. Corvette „Levant,‟ Lat. 2° 
11' S., Long. 131° W., on the 11th of May, PHILIP NOLAN.” 
 
 I happened to observe it, because I was stranded at the old Mission House in 
Mackinaw, waiting for a Lake Superior steamer which did not choose to come, and I 
was devouring to the very stubble all the current literature I could get hold of, even 
down to the deaths and marriages in the “Herald.” My memory for names and people 
is good, and the reader will see, as he goes on, that I had reason enough to remember 
Philip Nolan. There are hundreds of readers who would have paused at that 
announcement, if the officer of the “Levant” who reported it had chosen to make it 
thus: “Died, May 11, THE MAN WITHOUT A COUNTRY.” For it was as “The 
Man without a Country” that poor Philip Nolan had generally been known by the 
officers who had him in charge during some fifty years, as, indeed, by all the men 
who sailed under them. I dare say there is many a man who has taken wine with him 
once a fortnight, in a three years‟ cruise, who never knew that his name was “Nolan,” 
or whether the poor wretch hadany name at all. 
 There can now be no possible harm in telling this poor creature‟s story. 
Reason enough there has been till now, ever since Madison‟s administration went out 
in 1817, for very strict secrecy, the secrecy of honor itself, among the gentlemen of 
the navy who have had Nolan in successive charge. And certainly it speaks well for 
the esprit de corps of the profession, and the personal honor of its members, that to 
the press this man‟s story has been wholly unknown,—and, I think, to the country at 
large also. I have reason to think, from some investigations I made in the Naval 
Archives when I was attached to the Bureau of Construction, that every official report 
relating to him was burned when Ross burned the public buildings at Washington. 
One of the Tuckers, or possibly one of the Watsons, had Nolan in charge at the end of 
the war; and when, on returning from his cruise, he reported at Washington to one of 
the Crowninshields,—who was in the Navy Department when he came home,—he 
found that the Department ignored the whole business. Whether they really knew 
nothing about it, or whether it was a “Non mi ricordo,” determined on as a piece of 
policy, I do not know. But this I do know, that since 1817, and possibly before, no 
naval officer has mentioned Nolan in his report of a cruise.  
 But, as I say, there is no need for secrecy any longer. And now the poor 
creature is dead, it seems to me worth while to tell a little of his story, by way of 
showing young Americans of to-day what it is to be A MAN WITHOUT A 
COUNTRY.  
  
 Philip Nolan was as fine a young officer as there was in the “Legion of the 
West,” as the Western division of our army was then called. When Aaron Burr made 
his first dashing expedition down to New Orleans in 1805, at Fort Massac, or 
somewhere above on the river, he met, as the Devil would have it, this gay, dashing, 
bright young fellow; at some dinner-party, I think. Burr marked him, talked to him, 
walked with him, took him a day or two‟s voyage in his flat-boat, and, in short, 
fascinated him. For the next year, barrack-life was very tame to poor Nolan. He 
occasionally availed himself of the permission the great man had given him to write 
to him. Long, high-worded, stilted letters the poor boy wrote and rewrote and copied. 
But never a line did he have in reply from the gay deceiver. The other boys in the 
garrison sneered at him, because he sacrificed in this unrequited affection for a 
politician the time which they devoted to Monongahela, hazard, and high-low-jack. 
Bourbon, euchre, and poker were still unknown. But one day Nolan had his revenge. 
This time Burr came down the river, not as an attorney seeking a place for his office, 
but as a disguised conqueror. He had defeated I know not how many district-
attorneys; he had dined at I know not how many public dinners; he had been heralded 
in I know not how many Weekly Arguses, and it was rumored that he had an army 
behind him and an empire before him. It was a great day—his arrival—to poor Nolan. 
Burr had not been at the fort an hour before he sent for him. That evening he asked 
Nolan to take him out in his skiff, to show him a canebrake or a cotton-wood tree, as 
he said,—really to seduce him; and by the time the sail was over, Nolan was enlisted 
body and soul. From that time, though he did not yet know it, he lived as A MAN 
WITHOUT A COUNTRY.  
 What Burr meant to do I know no more than you, dear reader. It is none of our 
business just now. Only, when the grand catastrophe came, and Jefferson and the 
House of Virginia of that day undertook to break on the wheel all the possible 
Clarences of the then House of York, by the great treason trial at Richmond, some of 
the lesser fry in that distant Mississippi Valley, which was farther from us than 
Puget‟s Sound is to-day, introduced the like novelty on their provincial stage; and, to 
while away the monotony of thesummer at Fort Adams, got up, for spectacles, a 
string of court-martials on the officers there. One and another of the colonels and 
majors were tried, and, to fill out the list little Nolan, against whom, Heaven knows, 
there was evidence enough,—that he was sick of the service, had been willing to be 
false to it, and would have obeyed any order to march any-whither with anyone who 
would follow him had the order been signed, “By command of His Exc. A. Burr.” 
The courts dragged on. The big flies escaped,—rightly for all I know. Nolan was 
proved guilty enough, as I say; yet you and I would never have heard of him, reader, 
but that, when the president of the court asked him at the close whether he wished to 
say anything to show that he had always been faithful to the United States, he cried 
out, in a fit of frenzy,— 
  “Damn the United States! I wish I may never hear of the United States again!” 
  I suppose he did not know how the words shocked old Colonel Morgan, who 
was holding the court. Half the officers who sat in it had served through the 
  
Revolution, and their lives, not to say their necks, had been risked for the very idea 
which he so cavalierly cursed in his madness. He, on his part, had grown up in the 
West of those days, in the midst of “Spanish plot,” “Orleans plot,” and all the rest. He 
had been educated on a plantation where the finest company was a Spanish officer or 
a French merchant from Orleans. His education, such as it was, had been perfected in 
commercial expeditions to Vera Cruz, and I think he told me his father once hired an 
Englishman to be a private tutor for a winter on the plantation. He had spent half his 
youth with an older brother, hunting horses in Texas; and, in a word, to him “United 
States” was scarcely a reality. Yet he had been fed by “United States” for all the years 
since he had been in the army. He had sworn on his faith as a Christian to be true to 
“United States.” It was “United States” which gave him the uniform he wore, and the 
sword by his side. Nay, my poor Nolan, it was only because “United States” had 
picked you out first as one of her own confidential men of honor that “A. Burr” cared 
for you a straw more than for the flat-boat men who sailed his ark for him. I do not 
excuse Nolan; I only explain to the reader why he damned his country, and wished he 
might never hear her name again.  
 He never did hear her name but once again. From that moment, Sept. 23, 
1807, till the day he died, May 11, 1863, he never heard her name again. For that 
half-century and more he was a man without a country.  
 Old Morgan, as I said, was terribly shocked. If Nolan had compared George 
Washington to Benedict Arnold, or had cried, “God save King George,” Morgan 
would not have felt worse. He called the court into his private room, and returned in 
fifteen minutes, with a face like a sheet, to say,— 
 “Prisoner, hear the sentence of the Court! The Court decides, subject to the 
approval of the President, that you never hear the name of the United States again.” 
Nolan laughed. But nobody else laughed. Old Morgan was too solemn, and the whole 
room was hushed dead as night for a minute. Even Nolan lost his swagger in a 
moment. Then Morgan added,— 
 “Mr. Marshal, take the prisoner to Orleans in an armed boat, and deliver him 
to the naval commander there.”  
 The marshal gave his orders and the prisoner was taken out of court.  
 “Mr. Marshal,” continued old Morgan, “see that no one mentions the United 
States to the prisoner. Mr. Marshal, make my respects to Lieutenant Mitchell at 
Orleans, and request him to order that no one shall mention the United States to the 
prisoner while he is on board ship. You will receive your written orders from the 
officer on duty here this evening. The court is adjourned without day.”  
 I have always supposed that Colonel Morgan himself took the proceedings of 
the court to Washington city, and explained them to Mr. Jefferson. Certain it is that 
the President approved them,—certain, that is, if I may believe the men who say they 
have seen his signature. Before the “Nautilus” got round from New Orleans to the 
Northern Atlantic coast with the prisoner on board, the sentence had been approved, 
and he was a man without a country. The plan then adopted was substantially the 
same which was necessarily followed ever after. Perhaps it was suggested by the 
  
necessity of sending him by water from Fort Adams and Orleans. The Secretary of 
the Navy—it must have been the first Crowninshield, though he is a man I do not 
remember—was requested to put Nolan on board a government vessel bound on a 
long cruise, and to direct that he should be only so far confined there as to make it 
certain that he never saw or heard of the country. We had few long cruises then, and 
the navy was very much out of favor; and as almost all of this story is traditional, as I 
have explained, I do not know certainly what his first cruise was. But the commander 
to whom he was intrusted,—perhaps it was Tingey or Shaw, though I think it was one 
of the younger men,—we are all old enough now,—regulated the etiquette and the 
precautions of the affair, and according to his scheme they were carried out, I 
suppose, till Nolan died. When I was second officer of the “Intrepid,” some thirty 
years after, I saw the original paper of instructions. I have been sorry ever since that I 
did not copy the whole of it. It ran, however, much in this way:— 
 “WASHINGTON (with a date which must have been late in 1807). “SIR—
You will receive from Lieutenant Neale the person of Philip Nolan, latea lieutenant in 
the United States Army. “This person on his trial by court-martial expressed, with an 
oath, the wish that he might „never hear of the United States again.‟ “The Court 
sentenced him to have his wish fulfilled. “For the present, the execution of the order 
is intrusted by the President to this Department. “You will take the prisoner on board 
your ship, and keep him there with such precautions as shall prevent his escape. 
 “You will provide him with such quarters, rations, and clothing as would  be 
proper for an officer of his late rank, if he were a passenger on your  vessel on 
the business of his Government. “The gentlemen on board will make any 
arrangements agreeable to themselves regarding his society. He  is to be exposed to 
no indignity of any kind, nor is he ever unnecessarily to  be reminded that he is a 
prisoner. “But under no circumstances is he ever  to hear of his country or to see 
any information regarding it; and you will  especially caution all the officers under 
your command to take care, that,  in the various indulgences which may be 
granted, this rule, in which his punishment is involved, shall not be broken. “It is the 
intention of the Government that he shall never again see the country which he has 
disowned. Before the end of your cruise you will receive orders which will give effect 
to this intention.  
 
 “Respectfully yours, 
  “W.SOUTHARD, 
  for the “Secretary of the Navy.” 
 
 If I had only preserved the whole of this paper, there would be no break in the 
beginning of my sketch of this story. For Captain Shaw, if it were he, handed it to his 
successor in the charge, and he to his, and I suppose the commander of the “Levant” 
has it to-day as his authority for keeping this man in this mild custody. 
 The rule adopted on board the ships on which I have met “the man without a 
country” was, I think, transmitted from the beginning. No mess liked to have him 
  
permanently because his presence cut off all talk of home or of the prospect of return, 
of politics or letters, of peace or of war,—cut off more than half the talk the men liked 
to have at sea. But it was always thought too hard that he should never meet the rest 
of us, except to touch hats, and we finally sank into one system. He was not permitted 
to talk with the men, unless an officer was by. With officers he had unrestrained 
intercourse, as far as they and he chose. But he grew shy, though he had favorites: I 
was one. Then the captain always asked him to dinner on Monday. Every mess in 
succession took up the invitation in its turn. According to the size of the ship, you had 
him at your mess more or less often at dinner. His breakfast he ate in his own state-
room,—he always had a state room,—which was where a sentinel or somebody on 
the watch could see the door. And whatever else he ate or drank, he ate or drank 
alone. Sometimes, when the marines or sailors had any special jollification, they were 
permitted to invit “Plain-Buttors,” as they called him. Then Nolan was sent with 
some officer, and the men were forbidden to speak of home while he was there. I 
believe the theory was that the sight of his punishment did the good. They called him 
“Plain-Buttons,” because, while he always chose to wear a regulation army-uniform, 
he was not permitted to wear the army-button, for the reason that it bore either the 
initials or the insignia of the country he had disowned. I remember, soon after I 
joined the navy, I was on shore with some of the older officers from our ship and 
from the “Brandywine,” which we had met at Alexandria. We had leave to make a 
party and go up to Cairo and the Pyramids. As we jogged along (you went on 
donkeys then), some of the gentlemen (we boys called them “Dons,” but the phrase 
was long since changed) fell to talking about Nolan, and someone told the system 
which was adopted from the first about his books and other reading. As he was 
almost never permitted to go on shore, even though the vessel lay in port for months, 
his time at the best hung heavy; and everybody was permitted to lend him books, if 
they were not published in America and made no allusion to it. These were common 
enough in the old days, when people in the other hemisphere 
talked of the United States as little as we do of Paraguay. He had almost all the 
foreign papers that came into the ship, sooner or later; only somebody must go over 
them first, and cut out any advertisement or stray paragraph that alluded to America. 
This was a little cruel sometimes, when the back of what was cut out might be as 
innocent as Hesiod. Right in the midst of one of Napoleon‟s battles, or one of 
Canning‟s speeches, poor Nolan would find a great hole, because on the back of the 
page of that paper there had been an advertisement of a packet for New York, or a 
scrap from the President‟s message.  
 I say this was the first time I ever heard of this plan, which afterwards I had 
enough and more than enough to do with. I remember it, because poor Phillips, who 
was of the party, as soon as the allusion to reading was made, told a story of 
something which happened at the Cape of Good Hope on Nolan‟s first voyage; and it 
is the only thing I ever knew of that voyage. They had touched at the Cape, and had 
done the civil thing with the English Admiral and the fleet, and then, leaving for a 
long cruise up the Indian Ocean, Phillips had borrowed a lot of English books from 
  
an officer, which, in those days, as indeed in these, was quite a windfall. Among 
them, as the Devil would order, was the “Lay of the Last Minstrel,” which they had 
all of them heard of, but which most of them had never seen. I think it could not have 
been published long. Well, nobody thought there could be any risk of anything 
national in that, though Phillips swore old Shaw had cut out the “Tempest” from 
Shakespeare before he let Nolan have it, because he said “the Bermudas ought to be 
ours, and, by Jove, should be one day.” So Nolan was permitted to join the circle one 
afternoon when a lot of them sat on deck smoking and reading aloud. People do not 
do such things so often now; but when I was young we got rid of a great deal of time 
so. Well, so it happened that in his turn Nolan took the book and read to the others; 
and he read very well, as I know. Nobody in the circle knew a line of the poem, only 
it was all magic and Border chivalry, and was ten thousand years ago.  
 Poor Nolan read steadily through the fifth canto, stopped a minute and drank 
something, and then began, without a thought of what was coming,— “Breathes there 
the man, with soul so dead, Who never to himself hath said,”— It seems impossible 
to us that anybody ever heard this for the first time; but all these fellows did then, and 
poor Nolan himself went on, still unconsciously or mechanically,— “This is my own, 
my native land!” Then they all saw something was to pay; but he expected to get 
through, I suppose, turned a little pale, but plunged on,— “Whose heart hath ne‟er 
within him burned, As home his footsteps he hath turned From wandering on a 
foreign strand? If such there breathe, go, mark him well,”— By this time the men 
were all beside themselves, wishing there was any way to make him turn over two 
pages; but he had not quite presence of mind for that; he gagged a little, colored 
crimson, and staggered on,— “For him no minstrel raptures swell; High though his 
titles, proud his name, Boundless his wealth as wish can claim, Despite these titles, 
power, and pelf, The wretch, concentred all in self,”— and here the poor fellow 
choked, could not go on, but started up, swung the book into the sea, vanished into 
his state-room, “And by Jove,” said Phillips, “we did not see him for two months 
again. And I had to make up some beggarly story to that English surgeon why I did 
not return his Walter Scott to him.”  
 That story shows about the time when Nolan‟s braggadocio must have broken 
down. At first, they said, he took a very high tone, considered his imprisonment a 
mere farce, affected to enjoy the voyage, and all that; but Phillips said that after he 
came out of his state-room he never was the same man again. He never read aloud 
again, unless it was the Bible or Shakespeare, or something else he was sure of. But it 
was not that merely. He never entered in with the other young men exactly as a 
companion again. He was always shy afterwards, when I knew him,—very seldom 
spoke, unless he was spoken to, except to a very few friends. He lighted up 
occasionally,—I remember late in his life hearing him fairly eloquent on something 
which had been suggested to him by one of Fléchier‟s sermons,—but generally he 
had the nervous, tired look of a heart-wounded man. When Captain Shaw was 
coming home,—if, as I say, it was Shaw,—rather to the surprise of everybody they 
made one of the Windward Islands, and lay off and on for nearly a week. The boys 
  
said the officers were sick of salt-junk, and meant to have turtle-soup before they 
came home. But after several days the “Warren” came to the same rendezvous; they 
exchanged signals; she sent to Phillips and these homeward-bound men letters and 
papers, and told them she was outward-bound, perhaps to the Mediterranean, and 
took poor Nolan and his traps on the boat back to try his second cruise. He looked 
very blank when he was told to get ready to join her. He had known enough of the 
signs of the sky  know that till that moment he was going “home.” But this was a 
distinct evidence of something he had not thought of, perhaps,—that there was no 
going home for him, even to a prison. And this was the first of some twenty such 
transfers, which brought him sooner or later into half our best vessels, but which kept 
him all his life at least some hundred miles from the country he had hoped he might 
never hear of again. It may have been on that second cruise,—it was once when he 
was up the Mediterranean,—that Mrs. Graff, the celebrated Southern beauty of those 
days, danced with him. They had been lying a long time in the Bay of Naples, and the 
officers were very intimate in the English fleet, and there had been great festivities, 
and our men thought they must give a great ball on board the ship. How they ever did 
it on board the “Warren” I am sure I do not know. Perhaps it was not the “Warren,” 
or perhaps ladies did not take up so much room as they do now.  
 They wanted to use Nolan‟s state-room for something, and they hated to do it 
without asking him to the ball; so the captain said they might ask him, if they would 
be responsible that he did not talk with the wrong people, “who would give him 
intelligence.” So the dance went on, the finest party that had ever been known, I dare 
say; for I never heard of a man-of-war ball that was not. For ladies they had the 
family of the American consul, one or two travellers who had adventured so far, and a 
nice bevy of English girls and matrons, perhaps Lady Hamilton herself. Well, 
different officers relieved each other in standing and talking with Nolan in a friendly 
way, so as to be sure that nobody else spoke to him. The dancing went on with spirit, 
and after a while even the fellows who took this honorary guard of Nolan ceased to 
fear any contretemps. Only when some English lady—Lady Hamilton, as I said, 
perhaps—called for a set of “American dances,” an odd thing happened. Everybody 
then danced contra-dances. The black band, nothing loath, conferred as to what 
“American dances” were, and started off with “Virginia Reel,” which they followed 
with “Money-Musk,” which, in its turn in those days, should have been followed by 
“The Old Thirteen.” But just as Dick, the leader, tapped for his fiddles to begin, and 
bent forward, about to say, in true negro state,  
 “„The Old Thirteen,‟ gentlemen and ladies!” as he had said “„Virginny Reel,‟ if you 
please!” and “„Money-Musk, 
 ‟if you please!” the captain‟s boy tapped him on the shoulder, whispered to him, and 
he did not announce the name of the dance; he merely bowed, began on the air, and 
they all fell to,—the officers teaching the English girls the figure, but not telling them 
why it had no name. But that is not the story I started to tell. As the dancing went on, 
Nolan and our fellows all got at ease as I said,—so much so, that it seemed quite 
natural for him to how to that splendid Mrs. Graff, and say,— “I hope you have not 
  
forgotten me, Miss Rutledge. Shall I have the honor of dancing?” He did it so 
quickly, that Fellows, who was with him, could not hinder him. She laughed and 
said,— “I am not Miss Rutledge any longer, Mr. Nolan; but I will dance all the 
same,” just nodded to Fellows, as if to say he must leave Mr. Nolan to her, and led 
him off to the place where the dance was forming. Nolan thought he had got his 
chance. He had known her at Philadelphia, and at other places had met her, and this 
was a Godsend. You could not talk in contra-dances, as you do in cotillions, or even 
in the pauses of waltzing; but there were chances for tongues and sounds, as well as 
for eyes and blushes. He began with her travels, and Europe, and Vesuvius, and the 
French; and then, when they had worked down, and had that long talking time at the 
bottom of the set, he said boldly,—a little pale, she said, as she told me the story 
years after,— “And what do you hear from home, Mrs. Graff?” And that splendid 
creature looked through him. Jove! how she must have looked through him! 
  “Home!! Mr. Nolan!!! I thought you were the man who never wanted to hear of 
home again!” 
 —and she walked directly up the deck to her husband, and left poor Nolan 
alone, as he always was.— 
 He did not dance again. I cannot give any history of him in order; nobody can 
now; and, indeed, I am not trying to. These are the traditions, which I sort out, as I 
believe them, from the myths which have been told about this man for forty years. 
The lies that have been told about him are legion. The fellows used to say he was the 
“Iron Mask;” and poor George Pons went to his grave in the belief that this was the 
author of “Junius,” who was being punished for his celebrated libel on Thomas 
Jefferson. Pons was not very strong in the historical line. A happier story than either 
of these I have told is of the war. That came along soon after. I have heard this affair 
told in three or four ways,—and, indeed, it may have happened more than once. But 
which ship it was on I cannot tell. However, in one, at least, of the great frigate-duels 
with the English, in which the navy was really baptized, it happened that a round-shot 
from the enemy entered one of our ports square, and took right down the officer of 
the gun himself, and almost every man of the gun‟s crew. Now you may say what you 
choose about courage, but that is not a nice thing to see. But, as the men who were 
not killed picked themselves up, and as they and the surgeon‟s people were carrying 
off the bodies, there appeared Nolan, in his shirt-sleeves, with the rammer in his 
hand, and, just as if he had been the officer, told them off with authority,—who 
should go to the cock-pit with the wounded men, who should stay with him,—
perfectly cheery, and with that way which makes men feel sure all is right and is 
going to be right. And he finished loading the gun with his own hands, aimed it, and 
bade the men fire. And there he stayed, captain of that gun, keeping those fellows in 
spirits, till the enemy struck,—sitting on the carriage while the gun was cooling, 
though he was exposed all the time, showing them easier ways to handle heavy 
shot,—making the raw hands laugh at their own blunders,—and when the gun cooled 
again, getting it loaded and fired twice as often as any other gun on the ship. The 
  
captain walked forward by way of encouraging the men, and Nolan touched his hat 
and said,— 
 “I am showing them how we do this in the artillery, sir.” And this is the part of the 
story where all the legends agree; the commodore said,—“I see you do, and I thank 
you, sir; and I shall never forget this day, sir, and you never shall, sir.” And after the 
whole thing was over, and he had the Englishman‟s sword, in the midst of the state 
and ceremony of the quarter-deck, he said,—“Where is Mr. Nolan? Ask Mr. Nolan to 
come here.” And when Nolan came, he said,—“Mr. Nolan, we are all very grateful to 
you to-day; you are one of us to-day; you will be named in the despatches.”And then 
the old man took off his own sword of ceremony, and gave it to Nolan, and made him 
put it on.  
 The man told me this who saw it. Nolan cried like a baby, and well he might. 
He had not worn a sword since that infernal day at Fort Adams. But always 
afterwards on occasions of ceremony, he wore that quaint old French sword of the 
commodore‟s. The captain did mention him in the despatches. It was always said he 
asked that he might be pardoned. He wrote a special letter to the Secretary of War. 
But nothing ever came of it.  
 As I said, that was about the time when they began to ignore the whole 
transaction at Washington, and when Nolan‟s imprisonment began to carry itself on 
because there was nobody to stop it without any new orders from home. I have heard 
it said that he was with Porter when he took possession of the Nukahiwa Islands. Not 
this Porter, you know, but old Porter, his father, Essex Porter,—that is, the old Essex 
Porter, not this Essex. As an artillery officer who had seen service in the West, Nolan 
knew more about fortifications, embrasures, ravelins, stockades, and all that, than any 
of them did; and he worked with a right goodwill in fixing that battery all right. I 
have always thought it was a pity Porter did not leave him in command there with 
Gamble. That would have settled all the question about his punishment. We should 
have kept the islands, and at this moment we should have one station in the Pacific 
Ocean. Our French friends, too, when they wanted this little watering-place, would 
have found it was preoccupied. But Madison and the Virginians, of course, flung all 
that away. All that was near fifty years ago. If Nolan was thirty then, he must have 
been near eighty when he died. He looked sixty when he was forty. But he never 
seemed to me to change a hair afterwards. As I imagine his life, from what I have 
seen and heard of it, he must have been in every sea, and yet almost never on land. He 
must have known, in a formal way, more officers in our service than any man living 
knows.  
 He told me once, with a grave smile, that no man in the world lived so 
methodical a life as he. “You know the boys say I am the Iron Mask, and you know 
how busy he was.” He said it did not do for any one to try to read all the time, more 
than to do anything else all the time; but that he read just five hours a day. “Then,” he 
said, “I keep up my note-books, writing in them at such and such hours from what I 
have been reading; and I include in these my scrap-books.” These were very curious 
  
indeed. He had six or eight, of different subjects. There was one of History, one of 
Natural Science, one which he called “Odds and Ends. 
 ” But they were not merely books of extracts from newspapers. They had bits of 
plants an ribbons, shells tied on, and carved scraps of bone and wood, which he had 
taught the men to cut for him, and they were beautifully illustrated. He drew 
admirably.  
 He had some of the funniest drawing there, and some of the most pathetic, 
that I have ever seen in my life. I wonder who will have Nolan‟s scrap-books. Well, 
he said his reading and his notes were his profession, and that they took five hours 
and two hours respectively of each day. “Then,” said he, “every man should have a 
diversion as well as a profession. My Natural History is my diversion.” That took two 
hours a day more. The men used to bring him birds and fish, but on a long cruise he 
had to satisfy himself with centipedes and cockroaches and such small game. He was 
the only naturalist I ever met who knew anything about the habits of the house-fly 
and the mosquito. All those people can tell you whether they are Lepidoptera or 
Steptopotera; but as for telling how you can get rid of them, or how they get away 
from you when you strike them,—why Linnæus knew as little of that as John Foy the 
idiot did. These nine hours made Nolan‟s regular daily “occupation.” The rest of the 
time he talked or walked. Till he grew very old, he went aloft a great deal. He always 
kept up his exercise; and I never heard that he was ill. If any other man was ill, he 
was the kindest nurse in the world; and he knew more than half the surgeons do. Then 
if anybody was sick or died, or if the captain wanted him to, on any other occasion, 
he was always ready to read prayers. I have said that he read beautifully. My own 
acquaintance with Philip Nolan began six or eight years after the English war, on my 
first voyage after I was appointed a midshipman. It was in the first days after our 
Slave-Trade treaty, while the Reigning House, which was still the House of Virginia, 
had still a sort of sentimentalism about the suppression of the horrors of the Middle 
Passage, and something was sometimes done that way. We were in the South Atlantic 
on that business. From the time I joined, I believe I thought Nolan was a sort of lay 
chaplain,—a chaplain with a blue coat. I never asked about him. Everything in the 
ship was strange to me.  
 I knew it was green to ask questions, and I suppose I thought there was a 
“Plain-Buttons” on every ship. We had him to dine in our mess once a week, and the 
caution was given that on that day nothing was to be said about home. But if they had 
told us not to say anything about the planet Mars or the Book of Deuteronomy, I 
should not have asked why; there were a great many things which seemed to me to 
have as little reason. I first came to understand anything about “the man without a 
country” one day when we overhauled a dirty little schooner which had slaves on 
board. An officer was sent to take charge of her, and, after a few minutes, he sent 
back his boat to ask that someone might be sent him who could speak Portuguese. We 
were all looking over the rail when the message came, and we all wished we could 
interpret, when the captain asked who spoke Portuguese. But none of the officers did; 
and just as the captain was sending forward to ask if any of the people could, Nolan 
  
stepped out and said he should be glad to interpret, if the captain wished, as he 
understood the language. The captain thanked him, fitted out another boat with him, 
and in this boat it was my luck to go. When we got there, it was such a scene as you 
seldom see, and never want to.  
 Nastiness beyond account, and chaos run loose in the midst of the nastiness. 
There were not a great many of the negroes; but by way of making what there were 
understand that they were free, Vaughan had had their hand-cuffs and ankle-cuffs 
knocked off, and, for convenience‟ sake, was putting them upon the rascals of the 
schooner‟s crew. The negroes were, most of them, out of the hold, and swarming all 
round the dirty deck, with a central throng surrounding Vaughan and addressing him 
in every dialect, and patois of a dialect, from the Zulu click up to the Parisian of 
Beledeljereed. As we came on deck, Vaughan looked down from a hogshead, on 
which he had mounted in desperation, and said:— 
 “For God‟s love, is there anybody who can make these wretches understand 
something? The men gave them rum, and that did not quiet them. I knocked that big 
fellow down twice, and that did not soothe him. And then I talked Choctaw to all of 
them together; and I‟ll be hanged if they understood that as well as they understood 
the English.” Nolan said he could speak Portuguese, and one or two fine-looking 
Kroomen were dragged out, who, as it had been found already, had worked for the 
Portuguese on the coast at Fernando Po. “Tell them they are free,” said Vaughan; 
“and tell them that these rascals are to be hanged as soon as we can get rope enough.” 
Nolan “put that into Spanish,”—that is, he explained it in such Portuguese as the 
Kroomen could understand, and they in turn to such of the negroes as could 
understand them. Then there was such a yell of delight, clinching of fists, leaping and 
dancing, kissing of Nolan‟s feet, and a general rush made to the hogshead by way of 
spontaneous worship of Vaughan, as the deus ex machina of the occasion. “Tell 
them,” said Vaughan, well pleased, “that I will take them all to Cape Palmas.”This 
did not answer so well.  
 Cape Palmas was practically as far from the homes of most of them as New 
Orleans or Rio Janeiro was; that is, they would be eternally separated from home 
there. And their interpreters, as we could understand, instantly said, “Ah, non 
Palmas,” and began to propose infinite other expedients in most voluble language. 
Vaughan was rather disappointed at this result of his liberality, and asked Nolan 
eagerly what they said. The drops stood on poor Nolan‟s white forehead, as he 
hushed the men down, and said:—  
 “He says, „Not Palmas.‟ He says, „Take us home, take us to our own country, take us 
to our own house, take us to our own pickaninnies and our own women.‟ He says he 
has an old father and mother who will die if they do not see him. And this one says he 
left his people all sick, and paddled down to Fernando to beg the white doctor to 
come and help them, and that these devils caught him in the bay just in sight of home, 
and that he has never seen anybody from home since then. And this one says,” 
choked out Nolan, “that he has not heard a word from his home in six months, while 
he has been locked up in an infernal barracoon.”Vaughan always said he grew gray 
  
himself while Nolan struggled through this interpretation. I, who did not understand 
anything of the passion involved in it, saw that the very elements were melting with 
fervent heat, and that something was to pay somewhere. Even the negroes themselves 
stopped howling, as they saw Nolan‟s agony, and Vaughan‟s almost equal agony of 
sympathy. As quick as he could get words, he said:  
 “Tell them yes, yes, yes; tell them they shall go to the mountains of the Moon, if they 
will. If I sail the schooner through the Great White Desert, they shall go home!” And 
after some fashion Nolan said so. And then they all fell to kissing him again, and 
wanted to rub his nose with theirs.  
 But he could not stand it long; and getting Vaughan to say he might go back, 
he beckoned me down into our boat. As we lay back in the stern-sheets and the men 
gave way, he said to me: “Youngster, let that show you what it is to be without a 
family, without a home, and without a country. And if you are ever tempted to say a 
word or to do a thing that shall put a bar between you and your family, your home, 
and your country, pray God in his mercy to take you that instant home to his own 
heaven. Stick by your family, boy; forget you have a self, while you do everything for 
them. Think of your home, boy; write and send, and talk about it. Let it be nearer and 
nearer to your thought, the farther you have to travel from it; and rush back to it when 
you are free, as that poor black slave is doing now. And for your country, boy,” and 
the words rattled in his throat, “and for that flag,” and he pointed to the ship, “never 
dream a dream but of serving her as she bids you, though the service carry you 
through a thousand hells. No matter what happens to you, no more matter who flatters 
you or who abuses you, never look at another flag, never let a night pass but you pray 
God to bless that flag. Remember, boy, that behind all these men you have to do with, 
behind officers, and government, and people even, there is the Country Herself, your 
Country, and that you belong to Her as you belong to your own mother. Stand by 
Her, boy, as you would stand by your mother, if those devils there had got hold of her 
to-day!” I was frightened to death by his calm, hard passion; but I blundered out that I 
would, by all that was holy, and that I had never thought of doing anything else. He 
hardly seemed to hear me; but he did, almost in a whisper, say: “O, if anybody had 
said so to me when I was of your age!” I think it was this half-confidence of his, 
which I never abused, for I never told this story till now, which afterward made us 
great friends. He was very kind to me. Often he sat up, or even got up, at night, to 
walk the deck with me, when it was my watch. He explained to me a great deal of my 
mathematics,and I owe to him my taste for mathematics. He lent me books, and 
helped me about my reading. He never alluded so directly to his story again; but from 
one and another officer I have learned, in thirty years, what I am telling. 
  When we parted from him in St. Thomas harbor, at the end of our cruise, I 
was more sorry than I can tell. I was very glad to meet him again in 1830; and later in 
life, when I thought I had some influence in Washington, I moved heaven and earth to 
have him discharged. But it was like getting a ghost out of prison. They pretended 
there was no such man, and never was such a man. They will say so at the 
Department now! Perhaps they do not know. It will not be the first thing in the 
  
service of which the Department appears to know nothing! There is a story that Nolan 
met Burr once on one of our vessels, when a party of Americans came on board in the 
Mediterranean. But this I believe to be a lie; or, rather, it is a myth, ben trovato, 
involving a tremendous blowing-up with which he sunk Burr,—asking him how he 
liked to be “without a country.”But it is clear from Burr‟s life, that nothing of the sort 
could have happened; and I mention this only as an illustration of the stories which 
get a-going where there is the least mystery at bottom. So poor Philip Nolan had his 
wish fulfilled. I know but one fate more dreadful; it is the fate reserved for those men 
who shall have one day to exile themselves from their country because they have 
attempted her ruin, and shall have at the same time to see the prosperity and honor to 
which she rises when she has rid herself of them and their iniquities.  
 The wish of poor Nolan, as we all learned to call him, not because his 
punishment was too great, but because his repentance was so clear, was precisely the 
wish of every Bragg and Beauregard who broke a soldier‟s oath two years ago, and of 
every Maury and Barron who broke a sailor‟s. I do not know how often they have 
repented. I do know that they have done all that in them lay that they might have no 
country,—that all the honors, associations, memories, and hopes which belong to 
“country” might be broken up into little shreds and distributed to the winds. I know, 
too, that their punishment, as they vegetate through what is left of life to them in 
wretched Boulognes and Leicester Squares, where they are destined to upbraid each 
other till they die, will have all the agony of Nolan‟s, with the added pang that every 
one who sees them will see them to despise and to execrate them. They will have 
their wish, like him. For him, poor fellow, he repented of his folly, and then, like a 
man, submitted to the fate he had asked for. He never intentionally added to the 
difficulty or delicacy of the charge of those who had him in hold. Accidents would 
happen; but they never happened from his fault.  
 Lieutenant Truxton told me that, when Texas was annexed, there was a 
careful discussion among the officers, whether they should get hold of Nolan‟s 
handsome set of maps and cut Texas out of it,—from the map of the world and the 
map of Mexico. The United States had been cut out when the atlas was bought for 
him. But it was voted, rightly enough, that to do this would be virtually to reveal to 
him what had happened, or, as Harry Cole said, to make him think Old Burr had 
succeeded. So it was from no fault of Nolan‟s that a great botch happened at my own 
table, when, for a short time, I was in command of the George Washington corvette, 
on the South American station.  
 We were lying in the La Plata, and some of the officers, who had been on 
shore and had just joined again, were entertaining us with accounts of their 
misadventures in riding the half-wild horses of Buenos Ayres. Nolan was at table, 
and was in an unusually bright and talkative mood. Some story of a tumble reminded 
him of an adventure of his own when he was catching wild horses inTexas with his 
adventurous cousin, at a time when he must have been quite a boy. He told the story 
with a good deal of spirit,—so much so, that the silence which often follows a good 
story hung over the table for an instant, to be broken by Nolan himself. For he asked 
  
perfectly unconsciously:—“Pray, what has become of Texas? After the Mexicans got 
their independence, I thought that province of Texas would come forward very fast. It 
is really one of the finest regions on earth; it is the Italy of this continent. But I have 
not seen or heard a word of Texas for near twenty years.” There were two Texan 
officers at the table. The reason he had never heard of Texas was that Texas and her 
affairs had been painfully cut out of his newspapers since Austin began his 
settlements; so that, while he read of Honduras and Tamaulipas, and, till quite lately, 
of California,—this virgin province, in which his brother had travelled so far, and, I 
believe, had died, had ceased to be to him. Waters and Williams, the two Texas men, 
looked grimly at each other and tried not to laugh. Edward Morris had his attention 
attracted by the third link in the chain of the captain‟s chandelier. Watrous was seized 
with a convulsion of sneezing. Nolan himself saw that something was to pay, he did 
not know what. And I, as master of the feast had to say,—“Texas is out of the map, 
Mr. Nolan. Have you seen Captain Back‟s curious account of Sir Thomas Roe‟s 
Welcome?” 
 After that cruise I never saw Nolan again. I wrote to him at least twice a year, 
for in that voyage we became even confidentially intimate; but he never wrote to me. 
The other men tell me that in those fifteen years he aged very fast, as well he might 
indeed, but that he was still the same gentle, uncomplaining, silent sufferer that he 
ever was, bearing as best he could his self-appointed punishment,—rather less social, 
perhaps, with new men whom he did not know, but more anxious, apparently, than 
ever to serve and befriend and teach the boys, some of whom fairly seemed to 
worship him. And now it seems the dear old fellow is dead. He has found a home at 
last, and a country. Since writing this, and while considering whether or no I would 
print it, as a warning to the young Nolans and Vallandighams and Tatnalls of to-day 
of what it is to throw away a country, I have received from Danforth, who is on board 
the “Levant,” a letter which gives an account of Nolan‟s last hours. It removes all my 
doubts about telling this story. To understand the first words of the letter, the non-
professional reader should remember that after 1817, the position of every officer 
who had Nolan in charge was one of the greatest delicacy. The government had failed 
to renew the order of 1807 regarding him. What was a man to do? Should he let him 
go? What, then, if he were called to account by the Department for violating the order 
of 1807? should he keep him? What, then, if Nolan should be liberated some day, and 
should bring an action for false imprisonment or kidnapping against every man who 
had had him in charge? I urged and pressed this upon Southard, and I have reason to 
think that other officers did the same thing. But the Secretary always said, as they so 
often do at Washington, that there were no special orders to give, and that we must 
act on our own judgment. That means, “If you succeed, you will be sustained; if you 
fail, you will be disavowed.” Well, as Danforth says, all that is over now, though I do 
not know but I expose myself to a criminal prosecution on the evidence of the very 
revelation I am making. Here is the letter: 
 
  
—LEVANT, 2° 2' S. at 131° W. 
“DEAR FRED: 
 
—I try to find heart and life to tell you that it is all over with dear old Nolan. I have 
been with him on this voyage more than I ever was, and I can understand wholly now 
the way in which you used to speak of the dear old fellow.  
 I could see that he was not strong, out I had no idea the end was so near. The 
doctor has been watching him very carefully, and yesterday morning came to me and 
told me that Nolan was not so well, and had not left his state-room,—a thing I never 
remember before. He had let the doctor come and see him as he lay there,—the first 
time the doctor had been in the state-room,—and he said he should like to see me. 
Oh, dear! do you remember the mysteries we boys used to invent about his room in 
the old „Intrepid‟ days? Well, I went in, and there, to be sure, the poor fellow lay in 
his berth, smiling pleasantly as he gave me his hand, but looking very frail. I could 
not help a glance round, which showed me what a little shrine he had made of the box 
he was lying in. The stars and stripes were triced up above and around a picture of 
Washington, and he had painted a majestic eagle, with lightnings blazing from his 
beak and his foot just clasping the whole globe, which his wings overshadowed. The 
dear old boy saw my glance, and said, with a sad smile, „Here, you see, I have a 
country!‟ And then he pointed to the foot of his bed, where I had not seen before a 
great map of the United States, as he had drawn it from memory, and which he had 
there to look upon as he lay. Quaint, queer old names were on it, in large letters: 
„Indiana Territory,‟ „Mississippi Territory,‟ and „Louisiana Territory,‟ as I suppose 
our fathers learned such things: but the old fellow had patched in Texas, too; he had 
carried his western boundary all the way to the Pacific, but on that shore he had 
defined nothing. “„O Danforth,‟ he said, „I know I am dying.  
 I cannot get home. Surely you will tell me something now?—Stop! stop! Do 
not speak till I say what I am sure you know, that there is not in this ship, that there is 
not in America,—God bless her!—a more loyal man than I. There cannot be a man 
who loves the old flag as I do, or prays for it as I do, or hopes for it as I do.  
 There are thirty-four stars in it now, Danforth. I thank God for that, though I 
do not know what their names are. There has never been one taken away: I thank God 
for that. I know by that that there has never been any successful Burr. O Danforth, 
Danforth,‟ he sighed out, „how like a wretched night‟s dream a boy‟s idea of personal 
fame or of separate sovereignty seems, when one looks back on it after such a life as 
mine! But tell me,—tell me something,—tell me everything, Danforth, before I die!‟        
“Ingham, I swear to you that I felt like a monster that I had not told him everything 
before. Danger or no danger, delicacy or no delicacy, who was I, that I should have 
been acting the tyrant all this time over this dear, sainted old man, who had years ago 
expiated, in his whole manhood‟s life, the madness of a boy‟s treason? „Mr. Nolan,‟ 
said I, „I will tell you everything you ask about. Only, where shall I begin?‟ “Oh, the 
blessed smile that crept over his white face! and he pressed my hand and said, „God 
bless you!‟ „Tell me their names,‟ he said, and he pointed to the stars on the flag. 
  
„The last I know is Ohio. My father lived in Kentucky. But I have guessed Michigan 
and Indiana and Mississippi,—that was where Fort Adams is,—they make twenty. 
But where are your other fourteen? You have not cut up any of the old ones, I hope?‟ 
“Well, that was not a bad text, and I told him the names in as good order as I could, 
and he bade me take down his beautiful map and draw them in as I best could with 
my pencil. He was wild with delight about Texas, told me how his cousin died there; 
he had marked a gold cross near where he supposed his grave was; and he had 
guessed at Texas.  
 Then he was delighted as he saw California and Oregon;—that, he said, he 
had suspected partly, because he had never been permitted to land on that shore, 
though the ships were there so much. „And the men,‟ said he, laughing, „brought off a 
good deal besides furs.‟ Then he went back—heavens, how far!—to ask about the 
Chesapeake, and what was done to Barron for surrendering her to the Leopard, and 
whether Burr ever tried again,—and he ground his teeth with the only passion he 
showed. But in a moment that was over, and he said, „God forgive me, for I am sure I 
forgive him.‟ Then he asked about the old war,—told me the true story of his serving 
the gun the day we took the Java,—asked about dear old David Porter, as he called 
him. Then he settled down more quietly, and very happily, to hear me tell in an hour 
the history of fifty years. “How I wished it had been somebody who knew something! 
But I did as well as I could. I told him of the English war.  
 I told him about Fulton and the steamboat beginning. I told him about old 
Scott, and Jackson; told him all I could think of about the Mississippi, and New 
Orleans, and Texas, and his own old Kentucky. And do you know, he asked who was 
in command of the „Legion of the West? I told him it was a very gallant officer 
named Grant, and that, by our last news, he was about to establish his head-quarters 
at Vicksburg. Then, „Where was Vicksburg?‟ I worked that out on the map; it was 
about a hundred miles, more or less, above his old Fort Adams; and I thought Fort 
Adams must be a ruin now. „It must be at old Vick‟s plantation, at Walnut Hills,‟ said 
he: „well, that is a change!‟ “I tell you, Ingham, it was a hard thing to condense the 
history of half a century into that talk with a sick man. And I do not now know what I 
told him,—of emigration, and the means of it,—of steamboats, and railroads, and 
telegraphs,—of inventions, and books, and literature,—of the colleges, and West 
Point, and the Naval School,—but with the queerest interruptions that ever you heard. 
You see it was Robinson Crusoe asking all the accumulated questions of fifty-six 
years! “I remember he asked, all of a sudden, who was President now; and when I 
told him, he asked if Old Abe was General Benjamin Lincoln‟s son. He said he met 
old General Lincoln, when he was quite a boy himself, at some Indian treaty. I said 
no, that Old Abe was a Kentuckian like himself, but I could not tell him of what 
family; he had worked up from the ranks. „Good for him!‟ cried Nolan; „I am glad of 
that. As I have brooded and wondered, I have thought our danger was in keeping up 
those regular successions in the first families.‟ Then I got talking about my visit to 
Washington. I told him of meeting the Oregon Congressman, Harding; I told him 
about the Smithsonian, and the Exploring Expedition; I told him about the Capital, 
  
and the statues for the pediment, and Crawford‟s Liberty, and Greenough‟s 
Washington: Ingham, I told him everything I could think of that would show the 
grandeur of his country and its prosperity; but I could not make up my mouth to tell 
him a word about this infernal rebellion! 
 “And he drank it in and enjoyed it as I cannot tell you.  
 He grew more and more silent, yet I never thought he was tired or faint. I gave 
him a glass of water, but he just wet his lips, and told me not to go away. Then he 
asked me to bring the Presbyterian „Book of Public Prayer,‟ which lay there, and said, 
with a smile, that it would open at the right place,—and so it did. 
There was his double red mark down the page; and I knelt down and read, and he 
repeated with me, „For ourselves and our country, O gracious God, we thank Thee, 
that, notwithstanding our manifold transgressions of Thy holy laws, Thou hast 
continued to us Thy marvellous kindness,‟—and so to the end of that thanksgiving. 
Then he turned to the end of the same book, and I read the words more familiar to 
me: „Most heartily we beseech Thee with Thy favor to behold and bless Thy servant, 
the President of the United States, and all others in authority,‟—and the rest of the 
Episcopal collect. „Danforth,‟ said he, „I have repeated those prayers night and 
morning, it is now fifty-five years.‟ And then he said he would go to sleep. He bent 
me down over him and kissed me; and he said, „Look in my Bible, Danforth, when I 
am gone.‟ And I went away. 
  “But I had no thought it was the end. I thought he was tired and would sleep. I knew 
he was happy, and I wanted him to be alone.  
 “But in an hour, when the doctor went in gently, he found Nolan had breathed his 
life away with a smile. He had something pressed close to his lips. It was his father‟s 
badge of the Order of the Cincinnati.  
 “We looked in his Bible, and there was a slip of paper at the place where he had 
marked the text:— 
 “„They desire a country, even a heavenly: wherefore God is not ashamed to be called 
their God: for He hath prepared for them a city.‟  
 “On this slip of paper he had written:  
 “„Bury me in the sea; it has been my home, and I love it. But will not some one set 
up a stone for my memory at Fort Adams or at Orleans, that my disgrace may not be 
more than I ought to bear? Say on it:— 
 
„In Memory of 
PHILIP NOLAN, 
Lieutenant in the Army of the United States. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
“How to Tell a True War Story” (1990) 
Tim O‟Brien 
 This is true.  
 I had a buddy in Vietnam. His name was Bob Kiley but everybody called him 
Rat.  
 A friend of his gets killed, so about a week later Rat sits down and writes a 
letter to the guy‟s sister. Rat tells her what a great brother she had, how strack the guy 
was, a number one pal and comrade. A real soldier‟s soldier, Rat says. Then he tells a 
few stories to make the point, how her brother would always volunteer for stuff 
nobody else would volunteer for in a million years, dangerous stuff, like doing recon 
or going out on these really badass night patrols. Stainless steel balls, Rat tells her. 
The guy was a little crazy, for sure, but crazy in a good way, a real daredevil, because 
he liked the challenge of it, he liked testing himself, just man against gook. A great, 
great guy, Rat says.  
 Anyway, it‟s a terrific letter, very personal and touching. Rat almost bawls 
writing it. He gets all teary telling about the good times they had together, how her 
brother made the war seem almost fun, always raising hell and lighting up villes and 
bringing smoke to bear every which way. A great sense of humor, too. Like the time 
at this river when he went fishing with a whole damn crate of hand grenades. 
Probably the funniest thing in world history, Rat says, all that gore, about twenty 
zillion dead gook fish. Her brother, he had the right attitude. He knew how to have a 
good time. On Halloween, this real hot spooky night, the dude paints up his body all 
different colors and puts on this weird mask and goes out on ambush almost stark 
naked, just boots and balls and an M-16. A tremendous human being, Rat says. Pretty 
nutso sometimes, but you could trust him with your life.  
 And then the letter gets very sad and serious. Rat pours his heart out. He says 
he loved the guy. He says the guy was his best friend in the world. They were like 
soul mates, he says, like twins or something, they had a whole lot in common. He 
tells the guy‟s sister he‟ll look her up when the war‟s over.  
 So what happens?  
 Rat mails the letter. He waits two months. The dumb cooze never writes back. 
 A true war story is never moral. It does not instruct, nor encourage virtue, nor 
suggest models of proper human behavior, nor restrain men from doing the things 
they have always done. If a story seems moral, do not believe it. If at the end of a war 
story you feel uplifted, or if you feel that some small bit of rectitude has been 
salvaged from the larger waste, then you have been made the victim of a very old and 
terrible lie. There is no rectitude whatsoever. There is no virtue. As a first rule of 
thumb, therefore, you can tell a true war story by its absolute and uncompromising 
allegiance to obscenity and evil. Listen to Rat Kiley. Cooze, he says. He does not say 
  
bitch. He certainly does not say woman, or girl, He says cooze. Then he spits and 
stares. He‟s nineteen years old—it‟s too much for him—so he looks at you with those 
big gentle, killer eyes and says cooze, because his friend is dead, and because it‟s so 
incredibly sad and true: she never wrote back. 
  You can tell a true war story if it embarrasses you. If you don‟t care for 
obscenity, you don‟t care for the truth; if you don‟t care for the truth, watch how you 
vote. Send guys to war, they come home talking dirty.  
 Listen to Rat: “Jesus Christ, man, I write this beautiful fucking letter, I slave 
over it, and what happens? The dumb cooze never writes back.” 
  The dead guy‟s name was Curt Lemon. What happened was, we crossed a 
muddy river and marched west into the mountains, and on the third day we took a 
break along a trail junction in deep jungle. Right away, Lemon and Rat Kiley started 
goofing off. They didn‟t understand about the spookiness. They were kids; they just 
didn‟t know. A nature hike, they thought, not even a war, so they went off into the 
shade of some giant trees—quadruple canopy, no sunlight at all—and they were 
giggling and calling each other motherfucker and playing a silly game they‟d 
invented. The game involved smoke grenades, which were harmless unless you did 
stupid things, and what they did was pull out the pin and stand a few feet apart and 
play catch under the shade of those huge trees. Whoever chickened out was a 
motherfucker. And if nobody chickened out, the grenade would make a light popping 
sound and they‟d be covered with smoke and they‟d laugh and dance around and then 
do it again.  
 It‟s all exactly true.  
 It happened nearly twenty years ago, but I still remember that trail junction 
and the giant trees and a soft dripping sound somewhere beyond the trees. I remember 
the smell of moss. Up in the canopy there were tiny white blossoms, but no sunlight 
at all, and I remember the shadows spreading out under the trees where Lemon and 
Rat Kiley were playing catch with smoke grenades. Mitchell Sanders sat flipping his 
yo-yo. Norman Bowker and Kiowa and Dave Jensen were dozing, or half-dozing, and 
all around us were those ragged green mountains.  
 Except for the laughter things were quiet.  
 At one point, I remember, Mitchell Sanders turned and looked at me, not quite 
nodding, then after a while he rolled up his yo-yo and moved away.  
 It‟s hard to tell what happened next. They were just goofing. 
  There was a noise, I suppose, which must‟ve been the detonator, so I glanced 
behind me and watched Lemon step from the shade into bright sunlight. His face was 
suddenly brown and shining. A handsome kid, really. Sharp gray eyes, lean and 
narrowwaisted, and when he died it was almost beautiful, the way the sunlight came 
around him and lifted him up and sucked him high into a tree full of moss and vines 
and white blossoms.  
 In any war story, but especially a true one, it‟s difficult to separate what 
happened from what seemed to happen. What seems to happen becomes its own 
happening and has to be told that way. The angles of vision are skewed. When a 
  
booby trap explodes, you close your eyes and duck and float outside yourself. When a 
guy dies, like Lemon, you look away and then look back for a moment and then look 
away again. The pictures get jumbled; you tend to miss a lot. And then afterward, 
when you go to tell about it, there is always that surreal seemingness, which makes 
the story seem untrue, but which in fact represents the hard and exact truth as it 
seemed.  
 In many cases a true war story cannot be believed. If you believe it, be 
skeptical. It‟s a question of credibility. Often the crazy stuff is true and the normal 
stuff isn‟t because the normal stuff is necessary to make you believe the truly 
incredible craziness.  
 In other cases you can‟t even tell a true war story. Sometimes it‟s just beyond 
telling.  
 I heard this one, for example, from Mitchell Sanders. It was near dusk and we 
were sitting at my foxhole along a wide, muddy river north of Quang Ngai. I 
remember how peaceful the twilight was. A deep pinkish red spilled out on the river, 
which moved without sound, and in the morning we would cross the river and march 
west into the mountains. The occasion was right for a good story.  
 “God‟s truth,” Mitchell Sanders said. “A six-man patrol goes up into the 
mountains on a basic listening-post operation. The idea‟s to spend a week up there, 
just lie low and listen for enemy movement. They‟ve got a radio along, so if they hear 
anything suspicious—anything— they‟re supposed to call in artillery or gunships, 
whatever it takes. Otherwise they keep strict field discipline. Absolute silence. They 
just listen.”  
 He glanced at me to make sure I had the scenario. He was playing with his yo-
yo, making it dance with short, tight little strokes of the wrist. His face was blank in 
the dusk. 
  “We‟re talking hardass LP. These six guys, they don‟t say boo for a solid 
week. They don‟t got tongues. All ears.”  
 “Right,” I said. 
 “Understand me?”  
 “Invisible.” Sanders nodded. 
  “Affirm,” he said. “Invisible. So what happens is, these guys get themselves 
deep in the bush, all camouflaged up, and they lie down and wait and that‟s all they 
do, nothing else, they lie there for seven straight days and just listen. And man, I‟ll 
tell you—it‟s spooky. This is mountains. You don‟t know spooky till you been there. 
Jungle, sort of, except it‟s way up in the clouds and there‟s always this fog-like rain, 
except it‟s not raining—everything‟s all wet and swirly and tangled up and you can‟t 
see jack, you can‟t find your own pecker to piss with. Like you don‟t even have a 
body. Serious spooky. You just go with the vapors—the fog sort of takes you 
in....And the sounds, man. The sounds carry forever. You hear shit nobody should 
ever hear.”  
 Sanders was quiet for a second, just working the yo-yo, then he smiled at me. 
“So, after a couple days the guys start hearing this real soft, kind of wacked-out 
  
music. Weird echoes and stuff. Like a radio or something, but its not a radio, it‟s this 
strange gook music that comes right out of the rocks. Faraway, sort of, but right up 
close, too. They try to ignore it. But it‟s a listening post, right? So they listen. And 
every night they keep hearing this crazyass gook concert. All kinds of chimes and 
xylophones. I mean, this is wilderness—no way, it can‟t be real—but there it is, like 
the mountains are tuned in to Radio Fucking Hanoi. Naturally they get nervous. One 
guy sticks Juicy Fruit in his ears. Another guy almost flips. Thing is, though, they 
can‟t report music. They can‟t get on the horn and call back to base and say, „Hey, 
listen, we need some firepower, we got to blow away this weirdo gook rock band.‟ 
They can‟t do that. It wouldn‟t go down. So they lie there in the fog and keep their 
months shut. And what makes it extra bad, see, is the poor dudes can‟t horse around 
like normal. Can‟t joke it away. Can‟t even talk to each other except maybe in 
whispers, all hush-hush, and that just revs up the willies. All they do is listen.”  
 Again there was some silence as Mitchell Sanders looked out on the river. The 
dark was coming on hard now, and off to the west I could see the mountains rising in 
silhouette, all the mysteries and unknowns.  
 “This next part,” Sanders said quietly, “you won‟t believe.” 
  “Probably not,” I said. 
  “You won‟t. And you know why?”  
 “Why?” He gave me a tired smile. “Because it happened. Because every word 
is absolutely deadon true.”  
 Sanders made a little sound in his throat, like a sigh, as if to say he didn‟t care 
if I believed it or not. But he did care. He wanted me to believe, I could tell. He 
seemed sad, in a way. 
  “These six guys, they‟re pretty fried out by now, and one night they start 
hearing voices. Like at a cocktail party. That‟s what it sounds like, this big swank 
gook cocktail party somewhere out there in the fog. Music and chitchat and stuff. It‟s 
crazy, I know, but they hear the champagne corks. They hear the actual martini 
glasses. Real hoity-toity, all very civilized, except this isn‟t civilization. This is Nam. 
 “Anyway, the guys try to be cool. They just lie there and groove, but after a 
while they start hearing—you won‟t believe this—they hear chamber music. They 
hear violins and shit. They hear this terrific mama-san soprano. Then after a while 
they hear gook opera and a glee club and the Haiphong Boys Choir and a barbershop 
quartet and all kinds of weird chanting and Buddha-Buddha stuff. The whole time, in 
the background, there‟s still that cocktail party going on. All these different voices. 
Not human voices, though. Because it‟s the mountains. Follow me? The rock—it‟s 
talking. And the fog, too, and the grass and the goddamn mongooses. Everything 
talks. The trees talk politics, the monkeys talk religion. The whole country. Vietnam, 
the place talks.  
 “The guys can‟t cope. They lose it. They get on the radio and report enemy 
movement—a whole army, they say—and they order up the firepower. They get arty 
and gunships. They call in air strikes. And I‟ll tell you, they fuckin‟ crash that 
cocktail party. All night long, they just smoke those mountains. They make jungle 
  
juice. They blow away trees and glee clubs and whatever else there is to blow away. 
Scorch time. They walk napalm up and down the ridges. They bring in the Cobras 
and F-4s, they use Willie Peter and HE and incendiaries. It‟s all fire. They make those 
mountains bum.  
 “Around dawn things finally get quiet. Like you never even heard quiet 
before. One of those real thick, real misty days—just clouds and fog, they‟re off in 
this special zone—and the mountains are absolutely dead-flat silent. Like 
Brigadoon—pure vapor, you know? Everything‟s all sucked up inside the fog. Not a 
single sound, except they still hear it.  
 “So they pack up and start humping. They head down the mountain, back to 
base camp, and when they get there they don‟t say diddly. They don‟t talk. Not a 
word, like they‟re deaf and dumb. Later on this fat bird colonel comes up and asks 
what the hell happened out there. What‟d they hear? Why all the ordnance? The 
man‟s ragged out, he gets down tight on their case. I mean, they spent six trillion 
dollars on firepower, and this fatass colonel wants answers, he wants to know what 
the fuckin‟ story is.  
 “But the guys don‟t say zip. They just look at him for a while, sort of 
funnylike, sort of amazed, and the whole war is right there in that stare. It says 
everything you can‟t ever say. It says, man, you got wax in your ears. It says, poor 
bastard, you‟ll never know—wrong frequency—you don‟t even want to hear this. 
Then they salute the fucker and walk away, because certain stories you don‟t ever 
tell.”  
 You can tell a true war story by the way it never seems to end. Not then, not 
ever. Not when Mitchell Sanders stood up and moved off into the dark.  
 It all happened.  
 Even now I remember that yo-yo. In a way, I suppose, you had to be there, 
you had to hear it, but I could tell how desperately Sanders wanted me to believe him, 
his frustration at not quite getting the details right, not quite pinning down the final 
and definitive truth.  
 And I remember sitting at my foxhole that night, watching the shadows of 
Quang Ngai, thinking about the coming day and how we would cross the river and 
march west into the mountains, all the ways I might die, all the things I did not 
understand.  
 Late in the night Mitchell Sanders touched my shoulder. “Just came to me,” 
he whispered. “The moral, I mean. Nobody listens. Nobody hears nothing. Like that 
fatass colonel. The politicians, all the civilian types, what they need is to go out on 
LP. The vapors, man. Trees and rocks—you got to listen to your enemy.”  
 And then again, in the morning, Sanders came up to me. The platoon was 
preparing to move out, checking weapons, going through all the little rituals that 
preceded a day‟s march. Already the lead squad had crossed the river and was filing 
off toward the west. 
  “I got a confession to make,” Sanders said. “Last night, man, I had to make 
up a few things.”  
  
 “I know that.”  
 “The glee club. There wasn‟t any glee club.”  
 “Right.”  
 “No opera.”  
 “Forget it, I understand.”  
 “Yeah, but listen, it‟s still true. Those six guys, they heard wicked sound out 
there. They heard sound you just plain won‟t believe.”  
 Sanders pulled on his rucksack, closed his eyes for a moment, then almost 
smiled at me.  
 I knew what was coming but I beat him to it.  
 “All right,” I said, “what‟s the moral?”  
 “Forget it.”  
 “No, go ahead.”  
 For a long while he was quiet, looking away, and the silence kept stretching 
out until it was almost embarrassing. Then he shrugged and gave me a stare that 
lasted all day.  
 “Hear that quiet, man?” he said. “There‟s your moral.”  
 In a true war story, if there‟s a moral at all, it‟s like the thread that makes the 
cloth. You can‟t tease it out. You can‟t extract the meaning without unraveling the 
deeper meaning. And in the end, really, there‟s nothing much to say about a true war 
story, except maybe “Oh.”  
 True war stories do not generalize. They do not indulge in abstraction or 
analysis. For example: War is hell. As a moral declaration the old truism seems 
perfectly true, and yet because it abstracts, because it generalizes, I can‟t believe it 
with my stomach. Nothing turns inside.  
 It comes down to gut instinct. A true war story, if truly told, makes the 
stomach believe.  
 This one does it for me. I‟ve told it before—many times, many versions—but 
here‟s what actually happened.  
 We crossed the river and marched west into the mountains. On the third day, 
Curt Lemon stepped on a booby-trapped 105 round. He was playing catch with Rat 
Kiley, laughing, and then he was dead. The trees were thick; it took nearly an hour to 
cut an LZ for the dustoff.  
 Later, higher in the mountains, we came across a baby VC water buffalo. 
What it was doing there I don‟t know—no farms or paddies—but we chased it down 
and got a rope around it and led it along to a deserted village where we set for the 
night. After supper Rat Kiley went over and stroked its nose.  
 He opened up a can of C rations, pork and beans, but the baby buffalo wasn‟t 
interested.  
 Rat shrugged.  
 He stepped back and shot it through the right front knee. The animal did not 
make a sound. It went down hard, then got up again, and Rat took careful aim and 
shot off an ear. He shot it in the hindquarters and in the little hump at its back. He 
  
shot it twice in the flanks. It wasn‟t to kill; it was just to hurt. He put the rifle muzzle 
up against the mouth and shot the mouth away. Nobody said much. The whole 
platoon stood there watching, feeling all kinds of things, but there wasn‟t a great deal 
of pity for the baby water buffalo. Lemon was dead. Rat Kiley had lost his best friend 
in the world. Later in the week he would write a long personal letter to the guy‟s 
sister, who would not write back, but for now it was a question of pain. He shot off 
the tail. He shot away chunks of meat below the ribs. All around us there was the 
smell of smoke and filth, and deep greenery, and the evening was humid and very 
hot. Rat went to automatic. He shot randomly, almost casually, quick little spurts in 
the belly and butt. Then he reloaded, squatted down, and shot it in the left front knee. 
Again the animal fell hard and tried to get up, but this time it couldn‟t quite make it. 
It wobbled and went down sideways. Rat shot it in the nose. He bent forward and 
whispered something, as if talking to a pet, then he shot it in the throat. All the while 
the baby buffalo was silent, or almost silent, just a light bubbling sound where the 
nose had been. It lay very still. Nothing moved except the eyes, which were 
enormous, the pupils shiny black and dumb.  
 Rat Kiley was crying. He tried to say something, but then cradled his rifle and 
went off by himself  
 The rest of us stood in a ragged circle around the baby buffalo. For a time no 
one spoke. We had witnessed something essential, something brand-new and 
profound, a piece of the world so startling there was not yet a name for it.  
 Somebody kicked the baby buffalo.  
 It was still alive, though just barely, just in the eyes.  
 “Amazing,” Dave Jensen said. “My whole life, I never seen anything like it.” 
 “Never?”  
 “Not hardly. Not once.”  
 Kiowa and Mitchell Sanders picked up the baby buffalo. They hauled it across 
the open square, hoisted it up, and dumped it in the village well.  
 Afterward, we sat waiting for Rat to get himself together.  
 “Amazing,” Dave Jensen kept saying.  
 “For sure.”  
 “A new wrinkle. I never seen it before.”  
 Mitchell Sanders took out his yo-yo.  
 “„Well, that‟s Nam,” he said, “Garden of Evil. Over here, man, every sin‟s 
real fresh and original.”  
 How do you generalize?  
 War is hell, but that‟s not the half of it, because war is also mystery and terror 
and adventure and courage and discovery and holiness and pity and despair and 
longing and love. War is nasty; war is fun. War is thrilling; war is drudgery. War 
makes you a man; war makes you dead.  
 The truths are contradictory. It can be argued, for instance, that war is 
grotesque. But in truth war is also beauty. For all its horror, you can‟t help but gape at 
the awful majesty of combat. You stare out at tracer rounds unwinding through the 
  
dark like brilliant red ribbons. You crouch in ambush as a cool, impassive moon rises 
over the nighttime paddies. You admire the fluid symmetries of troops on the move, 
the harmonies of sound and shape and proportion, the great sheets of metal-fire 
streaming down from a gunship, the illumination rounds, the white phosphorous, the 
purply black glow of napalm, the rocket‟s red glare. It‟s not pretty, exactly. It‟s 
astonishing. It fills the eye. It commands you. You hate it, yes, but your eyes do not. 
Like a killer forest fire, like cancer under a microscope, any battle or bombing raid or 
artillery barrage has the aesthetic purity of absolute moral indifference—a powerful, 
implacable beauty—and a true war story will tell the truth about this, though the truth 
is ugly.  
 To generalize about war is like generalizing about peace. Almost everything is 
true. Almost nothing is true. At its core, perhaps, war is just another name for death, 
and yet any soldier will tell you, if he tells the truth, that proximity to death brings 
with it a corresponding proximity to life. After a fire fight, there is always the 
immense pleasure of aliveness. The trees are alive. The grass, the soil—everything. 
All around you things are purely living, and you among them, and the aliveness 
makes you tremble. You feel an intense, out-of-the-skin awareness of your living 
self—your truest self, the human being you want to be and then become by the force 
of wanting it. In the midst of evil you want to be a good man. You want decency. 
You want justice and courtesy and human concord, things you never knew you 
wanted. There is a kind of largeness to it; a kind of godliness. Though it‟s odd, you‟re 
never more alive than when you‟re almost dead. You recognize what‟s valuable. 
Freshly, as if for the first time, you love what‟s best in yourself and in the world, all 
that might be lost. At the hour of dusk you sit at your foxhole and look out on a wide 
river turning pinkish red, and at the mountains beyond, and although in the morning 
you must cross the river and go into the mountains and do terrible things and maybe 
die, even so, you find yourself studying the fine colors on the river, you feel wonder 
and awe at the setting of the sun, and you are filled with a hard, aching love for how 
the world could be and always should be, but now is not.  
 Mitchell Sanders was right. For the common soldier, at least, war has the 
feel—the spiritual texture—of a great ghostly fog, thick and permanent. There is no 
clarity. Everything swirls. The old rules are no longer binding, the old truths no 
longer true. Right spills over into wrong. Order blends into chaos, love into hate, 
ugliness into beauty, law into anarchy, civility into savagery. The vapors suck you in. 
You can‟t tell where you are, or why you‟re there, and the only certainty is absolute 
ambiguity.  
 In war you lose your sense of the definite, hence your sense of truth itself, and 
therefore it‟s safe to say that in a true war story nothing much is ever very true.  
 Often in a true war story there is not even a point, or else the point doesn‟t hit 
you until twenty years later, in your sleep, and you wake up and shake your wife and 
start telling the story to her, except when you get to the end you‟ve forgotten the 
point again. And then for a long time you lie there watching the story happen in your 
  
head. You listen to your wife‟s breathing. The war‟s over. You close your eyes. You 
smile and think, Christ, what‟s the point?  
 This one wakes me up. In the mountains that day, I watched Lemon turn 
sideways. He laughed and said something to Rat Kiley. Then he took a peculiar half 
step, moving from shade into bright sunlight, and the booby-trapped 105 round blew 
him into a tree. The parts were just hanging there, so Norman Bowker and I were 
ordered to shinny up and peel him off. I remember the white bone of an arm. I 
remember pieces of skin and something wet and yellow that must‟ve been the 
intestines. The gore was horrible, and stays with me, but what wakes me up twenty 
years later is Norman Bowker singing “Lemon Tree” as we threw down the parts. 
 You can tell a true war story by the questions you ask. Somebody tells a story, 
let‟s say, and afterward you ask, “Is it true?” and if the answer matters, you‟ve got 
your answer.  
 For example, we‟ve all heard this one. Four guys go down a trail. A grenade 
sails out. One guy jumps on it and takes the blast and saves his three buddies.  
 Is it true?  
 The answer matters.  
 You‟d feel cheated if it never happened. Without the grounding reality, it‟s 
just a trite bit of puffery, pure Hollywood, untrue in the way all such stories are 
untrue. Yet even if it did happen—and maybe it did, anything‟s possible—even then 
you know it can‟t be true, because a true war story does not depend upon that kind of 
truth. Happeningness is irrelevant. A thing may happen and be a total lie; another 
thing may not happen and be truer than the truth. For example: Four guys go down a 
trail. A grenade sails out. One guy jumps on it and takes the blast, but it‟s a killer 
grenade and everybody dies anyway. Before they die, though, one of the dead guys 
says, “The fuck you do that for?” and the jumper says, “Story of my life, man,” and 
the other guy starts to smile but he‟s dead.  
 That‟s a true story that never happened.  
 Twenty years later, I can still see the sunlight on Lemon‟s face. I can see him 
turning, looking back at Rat Kiley, then he laughed and took that curious half-step 
from shade into sunlight, his face suddenly brown and shining, and when his foot 
touched down, in that instant, he must‟ve thought it was the sunlight that was killing 
him. It was not the sunlight. It was a rigged 105 round. But if I could ever get the 
story right, how the sun seemed to gather around him and pick him up and lift him 
into a tree, if I could somehow recreate the fatal whiteness of that light, the quick 
glare, the obvious cause and effect, then you would believe the last thing Lemon 
believed, which for him must‟ve been the final truth.  
 Now and then, when I tell this story, someone will come up to me afterward 
and say she liked it. It‟s always a woman. Usually it‟s an older woman of kindly 
temperament and humane politics. She‟ll explain that as a rule she hates war stories, 
she can‟t understand why people want to wallow in blood and gore. But this one she 
liked. Sometimes, even, there are little tears. What I should do, she‟ll say, is put it all 
behind me. Find new stories to tell.  
  
 I won‟t say it but I‟ll think it.  
 I‟ll picture Rat Kiley‟s face, his grief, and I‟ll think, You dumb cooze.  
 Because she wasn‟t listening.  
 It wasn‟t a war story. It was a love story. It was a ghost story.  
 But you can‟t say that. All you can do is tell it one more time, patiently, 
adding and subtracting, making up a few things to get at the real truth. No Mitchell 
Sanders, you tell her. No Lemon, no Rat Kiley. And it didn‟t happen in the 
mountains, it happened in this little village on the Batangan Peninsula, and it was 
raining like crazy, and one night a guy named Stink Harris woke up screaming with a 
leech on his tongue. You can tell a true war story if you just keep on telling it.  
 In the end, of course, a true war story is never about war. It‟s about the special 
way that dawn spreads out on a river when you know you must cross the river and 
march into the mountains and do things you are afraid to do. It‟s about love and 
memory. It‟s about sorrow. It‟s about sisters who never write back and people who 
never listen.  
 
 
CURRICULUM VITAE 
The researcher, Alfirah, was born in 
Bulukumba on 24
th
 January 1995. She is the first child 
from couple Sangkala Hamid and alm. Salmawati, She 
completed her elementary school at SD 61 
Balleanging and graduated in 2007. Then she 
continued her study at MTsN 410 Tanete and 
graduated in 2010. In the same year, she continued her study in MAN Tanete and 
graduated in 2013.  After finishing her study at school, in the same year, she was 
accepted as a student of English and Literature Department at Adab and 
Humanities Faculty of Alauddin State Islamic University (UIN) Makassar and she 
has tried to get her bachelor’s Humaniora. For contacting her, at 
alfirahdmy@gmail.com  
